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Tuſtriſſimo & Ercell ent ; 
im Signore. 


* 


=== E{imonio molto tenue 
= RJ dellumilifſima Servitty 
che profeſſo alla riveri- 

itiſſima Perſona dell Ee 
cellenza Voſtra è quello che rive- 
rentemente Io mi fo Lecito di 
preſentarle nella dedicazione, ch! 
le tributo dell Opera dell Idaſſ 
Fedele da me fornita al Regio 10 
tro per commandamento dell E. + 
n ſodisfazione di queſta Eco 3s 
Nobilta; Ma pure e unico, 


15 
4 1 
Th." of 
* 4 


Clo, . vorrei dip iN rZIONa- | 
Falto merito ee mie 
ſtrettiſſime obligazioni. Suppliſca 
Umeniſſimamente I Animo gran 
de dell E. V., e qualificando Puno 
col ſuo benigni imo gradimento, 
&accordando all' altra Fonore della 
ſua valida Protezzione, renda quel- 
lo di qualche pregio, in me dimi- 
nuito il roſſore delle proprie debo- 
lezze, e ſicura ! iſteſſa Opera ſotto || 
Pombra del Nome ſuo celebre, & 
auttoreuole di comparire al Publi- 
co non pienezza di faſto, e di ap- 
plauſo. E tanto confidando Io dal, 
generoſiſſimo cuore dell E. V. mi 
bermetta Ella adeſſo ch Io veneri 
on ſentimenti di profondo oſſe- 
o le magnanime, e ſublimi qua- 
„ a che I adornano, per arrichire 
| quah, concorrono fra di loro à 


gara b Cl ud 


denza, con tali og, 6 'A confti. 
tuirla unitamentè col/Luſtro glo- 
rioſo dell antica No biliſſima 15 a- 
miglia dell E. V. e delle dr 
li fue Dignità, & Impieghi, am- 
mirabile, non che uno dè piu an 
di, e più qualificati ſoggetti dei 
molti ſingolari & Eminenti che 
aggiungono ſplendori all Inclita 
Nazione della Grande Bretagna. 
E per fine, che à mio ſegnalato 
onore, e vantaggio mi publichi 
quale con ſommo riſpetto, e ſom· 

miſſione ſono hate | 


DV: 


Londra 6 Marzo 
1709-10. 


Humilifhmo, Devorfſ mo | 
& Obligatiſimo Servitorey 
Cay. Nicolino Grimald] 


Artaxerxes, Ring of Perſia. Ar Caſſani. 


Valentino a 


Darivs, Brother to Artaxerxes. $98; Urbani. 


Hydaſpcs, The Son of Artabanus 
ys Darius, zaking the Sip. Cav. Nico- 
Habit of a Moor, end the lino Grimaldi. 


| Name of Acrone. 


un of 1 1 Mr Lawn WED. 


WOMEN. 


R Denrhier of the King), Mad. Iſabella 
3 Media. Cirardau. 


— — 


The Muſick Crs by Sago Franceſco 
Mancini. 

De Scenes Painted by Signor a Rizzi 
| | of Venice. 


\ 


1 ” WY 
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THE. "0 
AR G U M E N * 


Previous to the Drama. 


Ydaſpes, Son ae 14 Rude of RE: 

erxes King of Perſia, being in Love with Berenice, 
a Lady in the Perſian Court, was at length Rivall'd tn. 
his Paſſion by Artaxerxes; who finding that Berenice a Cald- _ | 
neſs to him proceeded from ber Paſton for Hydaſpes, . 
ſolv'd to put him to Death; but Hydaſpes having mtice ff 
the Tyrant's Deſign, fled to the King F Media for Fo- 
rection, in whoſe Court be found Darius, tbe Bro- 
ther of Artaxerxes, who had been bred up 2 4 Child 
wers, and was defign'd by the King of Media 2 marry bis 
Daughter Mandanaz but Artaxerxes being  Fealous that 
this Match would make bis Brother Darius Rival bim in 
Greatneſs, contrived to get the Princeſs Mandana betray'd 
into bis Hanas, and kept her Priſoner at his Court in Suſa: 
Now Hydaſpes (as was ſaid) arriving at this tim in the 
Median Court, complains to tbat King of Artaxerxes bar- 
barous Treatment of bim; on "which the King of Media, 
willing t00 tu Revenge the Inſult done to bis Daughter Man- 
dana, ſends an Army under the Command of Darius, and 
Hydaſpes, (who diſguis d bimſelf 4s a Moor) ro the Walls 
of Suſa, which they. befieg'd, in order o recover their Mi- 
ftreſes, and the firſt Scene of the Opera' opens with their 
Attack upon the Town, To ſay what Hale, will but 4 
tic ipate the Reader s Expettation, © | 
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HE time, Oh Loye! is come 


| He who my faithful Heart deſpiſes, 


The 


To break the cruel Heart 


That gives me Anguiſh. 
He who did once deſpiſe me, 

Shall one Day kinder prove, 
And gently caſe me. 


The time, c. 


I've conquer'd; yes: 


But that Heart 
Remains unconquer'd ſtill, 


By which mine firſt was wounded : 
I dare not of my Wounds complain, 


Nor in the preſefit Triumphs ſhare. 


Re Pve, Sc. 

Since thus you deſpiſe me, 

If Love will not pleaſe you, 

My Rigour enjoy; 

And inſtead of Careſſes, 

With Hate Pll purſue you, 

Which beſt will agree with 

Your barbarous Heart. | 
| Since, Sc. 

Shall find me cruel prove ; 

Aud to revenge my Wrongs, 

Behold deluded Czpid 

His ſwift and fiery Darts 


Does for my Hands prepare: 


He who, &c. 
Live, oh Dear! and be eaſie, 
Tis now no time to grieve; 
Toy ſhall be your chearful Lot, 
And endleſs Sorrow mine. 


Live, e. 
navy will I make 
retch that gives me Pain. 
ungrateful ſhall perceive, 


Th” 


In Torment as he lyes, 


Heavier than Death it ſelf 
The Hand by which he dies. | 
Unhappy, Ce. 


— — — 


— — 


= | Addrional 80 0 N 0 4 * 
A Peſo 3 il remp 


Di frangere quel Cor 
Che mi 4 pena; | 


_ uello che mi Schersl © | a 
Liſteſſo doni un di 8 
Calma ſerena. 


Adeſe, bee 
Hs vine; fi: 


M2 il Core 75 
Mi reſta ancor da vincere 
Di lei che mi feri. 
Nun id del mio dolore lagnarmi 
Ne del ginbilo goder in queſto di. 
Ha n oy 


Crudel ſe mi ſprexxi 
S' amor nom ni piace 
Codrai del rigor; 
Ein vece de vera 
Uſar wvno lo ſdegno 
Che pf vr fs conface 

o Cor. 


Chi mi diſprezza 
Crude 5 


E A far le mi e vendette 
Deluſo ancor Cupido 

Le fiere ſue ſaette 
A me Lappreſters. 


on SEES 


— 
gi #3 f 2 


2 27 i ſoſpirar. = 13 


Lud render ſuemturato, 
Chi miſero mi fa; 

Si fi vnd che all ingrato 
Per ultims ſci 

Pit del — Da—s 1 „ 48 
La mano en dei marrt 


Crudel, & c 
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ITDA 8 PE S. 


. "TM } 
ACTI SCENE : 


SCE N E 4 Field O Opening to the Walls of 
Suſa, in which is a ach made The Camp 
of the Medes and Perſians, who are Lying 


ar 
U 
B 
b 


. Dat 
Darius; Hydaſpes le « Moor, and Soldiers all ib 0 
2 * Sed ies Hand, 
D A R IU S$. EE 


. E Warlike Chiefs, whoſe conqueri Army: 
25 15 Have made the tow'ring Head ng 
Of Ferſia s Pride to bow, 
Now give the laſt great glorious Proof 
Of what your Swords can do; 
E now he totters on his Throne, 
And tho? ſurrounded with yon ſtately Walls, 
The Tyrant's Power, | 
— by you, ſits unſegure. 
| Hydaf. This daring Arm ſhall lead you on, 
And cut your Way to Glory, 
No W authds: or Dangers will I thung $ 
Deuh Fikdeſpiſe before you. | 
Behold 


AT TO IL SCENA I. 


ampagna aperta ſotto le Mura di Sula con de 

Una parte di eſſe Mura con Porta ſerrata, e 
2 Breccia aperta. Eſercito di Medi « e Perſi ri- 
7 obdellati. | 


Dario, Idaſpe da Moro, tutti con bade alla Mano. 


Concerto di Trombe, e Tim prima di Lee | 
| La Ten 


D ARI O. 3 


—— Uerriere ſquadre, al di cui braccio i imviteo cd 
Pirgo la Perſia tutta „ 
O mai Paltera tea 

Del valor voſtra 0 t 9 
L ultima prova e queſta, 155 


5 þ 


* 5 
4 


v.% 


Gia ſotto al Regio pie vacilla il fe ; = 


benche cinta tra ſuperbe mura 
Lrannica poſſanza, 
Montre pugnate voi non e fic 


Idaſ. V fara ow ſtrada 


85 75 Perro 6 forte; 
9 gia in ſeno un e ee "Co 
5 Al diſperto K 25 * 0 


De la Morte. | * 


* 
* 1 


e u 


Revenge, theſe two fair Victims 


Behold the Wall's already down, 
My felf will lead you to the Preach. 


[4s rhey approgeb, Arbaces appears on 4 Wal 
Ws SCENE l. "AM. 


 Mandang, Berenice Bound, an Executioner by em 
and Soldiers. 


Arb. Hold! Hold! 
Lay down your Arms, or to our juſt 


Fo 


Shall be ſacrific'd. > 
Hydaſ. Heav'ns! What is't I ſee? | | 
Dar. Eternal Pow'rs ! What it Il hem? "IM * 

My Blood runs cold within my Veins, —_—_— * 4, 


And all my Rage retires. 2 
Hydaſ. I tremble at the fight, my Heart inks down * 
Ber. Go on, nor let your Fears for us 


Retard your glorious Steps to Vi I cot 
Man. No Stell their 10d Lords 7 
Twas their unſhaken Conſtancy, | 1 
That ſent Mandana and fair Berenice . 
To the Elyzian happy Shades. o 


Dar. Mandana! O ye Pow'rs! my Life! 
Hydaſ. Ah! Berenice. 
Arb. Not yet d'ye yield? 
Then ſtrike, they die! 
Dar. Hold, hold! Barbarian, hear me ſpeak: 
Soldiers, retire No ꝰ . — 


Let Artaxerxes know, if he'll engage his Word * 
My Perſon thall be free, my ſelf will come . 
The Meſſenger of Peace; % him "be now 7 
The fault, if War and Ruin ceaſes not for ever. * 


Arb. Be who you pleaſe, the Meſſenger, 
My Honour anſwers for my Maſter's Word. 
LArbaces, Mandana, and Bere. deſcend from the Mal 


SCENI 


em, 


Lal 


"IDA'SPE'. 
„. aperts i le, 1 


mo vi precedo. 


* . 
Y 


8 ENA n. 


bace Sopra le Mura: Mandane, es Lee col 
Mangas 9 9k Rath... in ty 


Arb. O la fermate. * | 
deponete I Ami, o queſte dus 0 ow 
time al noſtro ſdegno. 3 1 
ran ſu gli occhi voſtri ora ſuenate. 4 
Idaſ. Cieli, che veggio ? nn opts nf 
Dar. Feerns Dei, ebe aſcolto? 


rrigidiſce per le fibre il ſaugue, 
dono eſtinte Jive. 5 
Ida. Abbattuto fon io, Langue Pardire. + 28TH 
Ber. Lorror di noſtra Morte, e la Nn 1 
n interrompæ o tronchi 
la Vitoria il carſs. 
Man. Che ſceſero — Boranies 
le boro coſt anxa 
gli Eliſi beati 
rete a ſpai amati. 
Dar. Mandane ob Dio, mio ben. - = 
Idaſ. Abi Berenice. , 1 
Arb. Ancora non codet? 99 0 
natele, uccidete. . 
Dar. Forma crudele, aſcoltu. 
tratevi o ſchiors. 
4 Artaſerſe di, che dei promette | 
curexza, _ * di Pace 6 
Lui, per ebe abbia ſine, N 7 
Pike fo ſia, ſtragi, e Ruine. 1 
Arb. Vega chi vuol il Regio onore impegno., 

[Parte Arbuec, fa ritirar Mand, Faris: 
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S cEN E II. 
Darius, Hydaſpes. 
' Dar. | left this Royal To .- m 
When but an unfledg'd Youth : 
And all I have to hope, is, 
That Time now having loſt my * 
In Artaxerxes Memory, I ma 
Secure, and undiſcover'd, boy upon him. 
Hydaſ. I too, 

Beneath this ſooty Moor diſguis'd - 
Paſſing unknown, ſhall ſee the Idol 1 adore, 
And aid thee in this dangerous Undertaking. 

Dar. The wha Thought 

Of loſing her I ng T 

Has ſo was, Anguiſh brought, 

* I ſcarce have Pow r to move. 

But her unſhaken Truth 

Tells me my Fears are vain, 

Adds Courage to my Sloth, 

And quite diſſolves my Pain. 


SCENE IV. 
Hydaſpes alone. 
Hydaſ. Ye Gods forbid! my Thoughts 
Should ever part with her I love! 
No, no, her Chains ſhall be unloos'd, 
Her Fetters broke, or from the Tyrant's Breaſt . 
Theſe honeſt Hands ſhall tear his Heart: 
Ah! Help me, God of Love, 
Or eaſe me of this hated Breath 3 
Give me Revenge or glorious Death. 
To yield the Fair I love, | 
My Heart can never bow; { 
That Thought would Horror move, 
And Men deſpiſe me too: 
© Or what yet worſe than both wou'd prove, 
Twou d break the Heart of her I 3 If 


* — 


— i 


— — —U —— — — 


a Ln 


SCE NA III. 
Dario, Idaſpe. 
Dar. Partii da queſta Reggia 
Tenero ancora; il tempo a ate ache 
» Avera in Artaſerſe 
Abbolite I idee di mie Sembianze; 
E credo impunemente 
Poter mentir. 
Idaf. 14-79. 
Tra le nere caligini del volto 
Spero rendermi ignoto; 
Vedro I Idolo mio, 
E ſaro teco a la bell opra unito. 
Dar. L ſolo penfiero 
Di perder chi Fama 
E duolo ſi fiero 
Che sforza a morir. Op 
Ma cara le Speme 
Cynſola 'chi teme, 
E Palme richiama | 
Sperando a Gioir. Parte: 
SCENA IV. | 
Idaſpe ſolo. - | 
Idaſ. Ali to toglino i Mumi | 
Ch' io abbandont gia ucai ¶ Idolo mio: 
Pria trangero quei ceppi, ſpezzero le virorre, 
Strappero del tiran, dat petto il lore, 
Deb' tu mw aſſiſti Amore 
E alucen mi ſia Comceſto in dolce ſorte 
Se non poſſo vendetta haccer la morte. 
Laſciar d amar chi ÞP.ama 
Non puo ſens impieta 
Deſt” alma amante; 
Saria troppo rigor, a 
Se mi Moſtraſfs a un cor 
che Idea della belta ' + Is 
CG udo, e inc ante. [Parte. k 
. 


— 


HIT DA SPES. 
SCENE v. A Salon with a Throne. 
Artaxerxes, Arbaces. 


Art. Now ſay, what News, Arbaces. 

Arb. Great Sir, the Medes, and the Rebellious Perſians, 
Touch d with their Fears and Tenderneſs, 

Have caus'd their Troops retire: 

And tho! juſt ent'ring at the Breach they'd made, 
Struck with the Terror of thoſe Lives 

We reſolutely threatned, if they approach'd, 

| Their Courage fail'd, their Fury cool'd, 


- Po". 4 


© When ſtraight the Median General 

# Deſiring firſt free Conduct to your Prefence, 

Now comes himſelf Ambaſſador of Peace. 
Art. Tis well; admit him. 


SCENE VI. 


Artaxerxes, Darius, Hydaſpes, Arbaces, Mandana, 
and Berenice. | | 


Dar. Great Monarch of the Eaſt, 
Thou ſeeſt that Heav'n it (elf 
| Approves the Juſtice of our Arms; 
Vet knew, the King my Maſter, 
Great Darius, pretends not to thy Crown, 
Thy Provinces, or State, Mandanais his Cauſe of War, 
For her alone, as thou well know'ſt, he fights, 
| Tf then thou'rt Wie, as thou art Great, 
If Paſſion does not blind thy Senſe, 
Excrt the King, and with a Generous Hand 
To the fond Father yield the Daughter up; 
And to thy Brother's Arms a Wie. 
MMand. Ye Gods! What is't I ſee? Tis he! 
Darius ſelf! O daring Virtue! [ Aſide. 
Aft. Before I treat on any Terms of Peace, 
I firſt demand the Per ſon of that daring 
| Rebel, fierce Hydaſpes, deliver d to my Mercy. 
Bcr. O impious Thought! Ye Pow'rs/ 


Hydaſ. 


Sg 


ID ASP Ek. 


| SCENA V. 
Sala con Trono, Artaſerſe, Arbace. 

Art. Che porti Arbace. PS 
Arb. Sire * 
II Timore, la Pietate K 
De Medi audaci, e de rubelli Peri 
Le deſtre di ſarmo; e ben che aperte 
In Larga breccio il muro, | 
A la minaccia orrenda = 
S intepidi L ardir, cadero Lire: 
Indi di Media il Duce 
Sicurezza richieſta, 
E in tuo nome conceſſa 
Meſaggiero di Pace a te Sen viene. 
Art. Si che venga. 


SCENA VI. 
Artaſerſe, Dario, Idaſpe, Arbace, Mandane, Berenice: 


Dar. Gran Aonarca de Perſi 

Tu vedi che protegge 

De le noſtre armi la giuſtizia il Cielo 

Sappi pero, che il mio Signor non brama 

Che Dario non pretende 

Tue Provincie, tuoi Stati. 

Mandane Sol, ſi chiede, 

Sol per queſta js pugna, e lo vedeſti 

Se dunque ſaggio ſei quanto ſei grande. 

Se non F accetta paſſione, o ſenzo, 

Rendi con alma invitta, e generoſa 

A due Regni la pace, | 

La figlia al Padre, & al German la Spoſa. | 
Man. (Ob Dei, che ſcorgo! Dario! impreſa ardita.) 
Art. Prima, che ad alcun patto 

Pirga Lorecchio, io chiedo, 

Che la perſona del rubelle Idaſpe 

In mio poter ſi pong. 

Ber. (Empia richieſta, —_— 57 

2 


LETS. - — = : 
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20 HTDASPES. 

| Hydeſe Relentleſi Tyrant! 

| Dar. Great Sir, you ask what is not in our Pow'r 
To grant: For know, the brave Hydaſpes 

Is no more! heUyd in Battel. 

Ber. Ah me! What is't l hear ———— 

I now in Solitude muſt mourn his Fate. [ Exit, 

Art. Dead! ſay, where! and when, 

And look your Words prove true. 

Dar. In the hard bloody Battel, 

That laſt was fought upon Araſpes Banks, 

| Hydaſpes heading our foremoſt Squadrons tought, 


| | Where when he long had given 
be lateſt Proofs of an Intrepid Soul, : 
* | Fearleſs, and fatal in the Face of Death, 
He ſunk beneath oppreſſing Fate; 


. Thus like himſelf the Hero fell. 
i? 


Art. With too much Glory then 
Th' Ungrateful periſhr. 
| Hydaſ. Proud Monarch, no! thou yet ſhalt find 
Me living: (But where's my Berenice?) Aſide. 
Art. On what thou'ſt ſaid | | 
I'll take ſome, time to think, 
And then declare my Reſolution. | Exit. 
Dar. Now Honour to the Field alarms, 
And ſtirs my Heart to War: 
But ſofter Love my Soul diſarms, 
And wou'd for Peace prepare. 


SCENE VII. 

Darius, Mandana. 
Man. My deareſt Life, belov'd Darius! © ye Pow rs! 
{  *Tis hard to ſay which moves me more, 


The Fear | have to loſe thee, | 
i Or the ſweet Joy I feel to ſee thee. 


1 


"| 


1D A8 PE. 


Idaſ. (Tiranno Ingiuſto.) ; 
Dar. In noſtra poteſta non + pià 0 Sire. 
Poterli dar Idaſpe; 9425 
A la ferrea regions F er 

Egli paſſo di Morte. : . 
her. (Abime, che intendo: 8 
Mi parto a Lacrimar ſua dura ſorte.) 
Art. Come fu, doue, e quando? 
Meco non ſi mentiſca. ] 
Dar. Ne Pultima battaglia, | a 
Che ſegui ſanguinoſa 
De L' Araſſe a le ſponde, 
Pugnava tra le prime. 
File de noſtri Iuaſpe, 
E doppo aver gia dato 
D'un eſtremo valor proue haſtanti, 
Sprezzatore de riſebi, e de la morte 
Ceſſe al fine al deſtin, peri qual forte. 


Art. Ab glorinſamente 


— 


Troppo peri L'infido. 
'daf. ¶ Morto ancora non von Monarca indegno ; 
Vo ſeguir Berenice.) . 


Art. A quanto meſponeſti 
Matu-0 auro rifleſſo;, e a te fra poco 2 
Noti ſaran miee ſenſi. (Parte con Arbace. 
Dar. La Elogia di Regno, | 
Guerra mi mode al cor; 
Ma deſto poi lo ſdegno, 
Se va ſ[gridand» all armi, 
Solo per tormentar mi, 


Pace riſponde Amor. 
889 VIE 


Dario, Mandana. 


Man. Ciro mio ſpoſo, amato Dario (ob Dio?) 
Non ſo quale in me ſia maggiore affetto | 
Di perderſi il timore, 


Di vederſi o Idiletto. 
B 3 


To hear the laſt expiring Groans of 


? The brave att 


4 


W SCENE VIII. 


9 Ber. Alas! for Pity, Sir, relate 


| Gain'd in Hydaſtes Heart unſully'd Faith; 


, 
| 
o 
7 


| From him * it, while I take my leave, Exit. 


, | 
. : 
| 
1 
* 


. 
Ber. Were you then, Sir, the faithful Friend, 
g That ſaw th' Unfortunate Hydaſpes fall ? 


Bz FID AS ES. 
Dar. Such tender Love, and ſuch a Life preſery'd, 
Make all Darius do's but little to deſerve thee 
Man. But what if Armxerxes ſhou'd diſcover thee? 
Dar. Baniſh thy Fears, my Love, the Gods, 
That always guard the Juſt, 
Would not through ſuch Perils have 
Conducted me Victorious till, 
To let me periſh here. 
' May. Avert that Fate, ye Pow'rs ! | 


Il boa; los Coo Inns 


1 Hope gives my panting Heart repoſe, 
And Love diſpels my Fears. 
1 In time this Boſom too, (who knows?) 
1 May lull my Griefs, and end my Cares. 
= * Man. 


Berenice, Hydaſpes following ber; Berenice lays 
Darius. \ 


The fad Particulars of Hydaſpes Fate. 
Dar. This faithful Servant, tho' of Viſage black; 


Stood near him when he fought, 
And yielded to his Fate: 
He beſt can tell the mournful Taſe, 


SCENE IX 
Berenice, Hydaſpes. 


„ tu i is 


Hydaſ. Twas my hard Fortune, 


P's 


Protettori de i guiſto PO 


Sut qui vittorioſo 


TIDASPE 22 
Dar. Per Pamor tuo, la tua vita e 0 TY 2 

Go che Dario row 15k uy g me FAT ny 
Man.. Ma ſe qual ru fi fia ſcuopre aferſe ? wo 


Dar. Spera o mia cara e ti conſola, I 


U 
. 


k. WA muy 


Fra tanti riſchi, e tanti .- 
Non m' aurian condotto W 


Per Laſciarmi perire. 


Man. Nol vaglian pure. | —. 
Luſinga del mio core | 1; 43 208 
E' la ſperanza. 91004 

E ſpero forſe un di 
Coder chi mi feri ä 
Se tanto chiede amore, rl 
E la coftanzs. Parte. 


SC ENA VIII. 


Berenice, Idaſpe, che la Segue Dario, Ber. incontta 
Dario e lo ferma. 1 


Ber. Deh per pieta Signor a me fa noto 
De I' infelice Idaſpe 


Diſtintamente il caſo. 


Dar. Queſto ſervo fedel, che in nero volts 
Serbo in petto 270 5 +>" 


Bianca incorrotta fede; - 

E che vicino a lui pugnava quand? 
Ceſſe a I'ultimo fats 

Te ne dara contezza, 

A te lo Laſcio, e parto. 


SCENA IX. 
Berenice, Idaſpe. 
Ber. Dunque tu {ti amico | N 
Che vedeſti =—_ 7 ; 
Lo ſuenturato Tdaſpe ? 


Idaſ. Lo ui quel che del prode 
E 2 7 


Preroſo accolſi gPultimi reſpiri. 


HIDASPES. 
Boe. O Heav'ns! How his Voice, and Look, 
Inſtills a melting Softneſs in my Heart. 

But tell me; did the unhappy Wretch 

Say nothing at his Death ? 


4 
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9 Hydaſ. O yes, he ſpoke; but with a dying Voice, 
And broken Accents. 

If &'er, my faithful Acrone, 

It be thy Fate to ſee 

The Beauteous Berenice, 

Tell her I dye, as I wou'd have only liv'd, for her; 
And if the Dead can ever know, 3 
In their dark Shades, the Actions of the living, 
Even there her Conſtancy will give my Soul Repoſe. 
Tell her; but there, alas! 

A dying Groan cut ſhort his Speech, 

And only left him Power to ſigh out, 

Ah! Berenice and there Expir'd. 


Ber. Ah! my Soul ſinks beneath 
The mortal Agony! 


Hhdaſ. Ah! how my Heart is raviſh'd with her Grief, 


Oh] that I now might preſs her to my Boſom. 

| Ber. How were the Hero's Corps diſpos'd? 

"| Fhdaſ. Darius built a Tomb was worthy of his Aſhes. 
Ber. The pious Prince! 

|  Hydaſ. My Heart will burſt, if I ſhou'd longer ſtay, 
And yer the Time's not ripe to own my ſelf. 


g | My Heart with Joy is fill'd, 
TLhhat to Hydaſfes Ghoſt _ 
| | Thy Eyes {uch Sorrows yield, 
. Tbo' their Object's loſt. 

0 | Still may thy Flame encreaſe, 


From thinking on thy Lover, 


„ — 


% OY py hp to FR Bao een 


a 
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| YL 


Ber. 


Se gia 


Dille, 
Che ſe 


IDASPE 
Oh Dio; (ma quale al core 


Deculta tenerezza = 
{ inſtilla di coſtui 
E la voce, e Paſpetto ;) 4 
Ez di, nulla ti diſſe 
L infelice morendo? 
Idaſ. St, favello, e Seſpreſſe 
On debil voce, ed interrotti accenti, 


mai fido Acrone 


T: ſara dato in ſorte 


Di veder Berenice, 


che moro, e moro a lei qual viſſi; 


tra Pombre ſcende 


Notizia di qua ſu, tra L'ombre ancora 
Cuella grata mi ſia di ſua coſtanaa 3 

E dille pur; ma tronca 

Da un mortale finghioz21 


Va le 


fauci la Yoce 


Piu non parlo; ſol diſſe 


Con un 


Rapito 
Ber. 
Ber. 


Sco pri 


Cara ſt 


ofpir funeſto. 


Abi Berenice ne pote dir el reſto. 
Ber. In a gornia Mortale 


Sento ſt 
Idaſ. Abi da quel Violenze 


ruggerſi L' alma : 


ſon ! Ob Dio perche no Poſſo 
ringerti al ſens. 
Ma di, Che fu del onorato Buſto? 


Idaſ. Tombe degne de lui Dario gli died:. 


Pietnſo Prince! 5 


Idaſ. Sento 
Frangerfi'l cor: ſe pia warreſto; io temo 


mi, e non e Tempo. 

Cie mi Piaci 

Che a POmbra Ancora 
Del morto Idaſpe 

Tu ſerbe Fe. 

Vivi Coſtante a 
Conſerua Amante 


4 


\ 

| ATDASPES. 
"is May Conſtancy reſtore that Peace 
Which Falſhood can't recover. 
Ber. Gladly, Acrone, I ſhall always ſee thee, 
And, for Hydaſpes ſake, preſerve thee in my Thoughts. 
.ﬀ Yes, Deareſt, in my Heart 

P11 hold thee ever dear, 
Death but removes thy Mortal Part, 

My Thoughts ſhall keep thee ever here. 


With conſtant Tears PIl wait thy Urn, 


Since Hope to Love can ne'er return, 


\ 'The Lamp of Love with Life ſhall burn, 
i | SCENE X. 
i Artaxcrxes. 


Art. For private Reaſons, 
, | I am'forc'd to gloſs my deep Deſigns 
From Arbaces, and therefore muſt diſſcr ble. 
But ſee, the Fair one's here! 
Two fonder Hearts with Flame fo true, 

Wl The God of Love ne'er ſet on fire; 

h For tho' the loſt Hydaſpes dies, 
|; The conſtant Berenice ſupplies 
1 With Truth her chaſte Deſire. | 
| [ As Berenice enters, he retires. 


| 
I i. 
NY Berenice. 
| Ber. 1 live, methinks, withoutn Heart, 
| || And only feel I've Senſe, from Pain; 
My Griefs no Tongue can tell: 
» And yet before our Souls depart, 
My Love and | may meet again, 
. To take at leaſt our laſt Farewell. 
1 Arta. comes forward, and ſbe ſt ps. 
See Artaxerxes there ! . 
O how I'm ſhock'd to meet bim? 
Ai. Still fo crucl, Fair one! why dye ſtart? 
1 Muſt you for ever fly me? 


Ber. 


— — — 


- 


es, 


J. 


ID &SFE.' 

Le dolce Fiamma 

Che amor te die. | 
Ber. Lo vedra ſempre volentieri Acrone; 
Memoria d' Idaſpe 
i ſara ſempre caro 

Cara fi cb'oznor ſara 

Del mio ben Is rimembranza 

Nel mio Cor coſtante, e fido 

Vive il foco di 7 

a 


Benche e morta la ſperanza. 
SCENA X. 25 1775 
Artaſerſe. 


Art. Sotte Finto Raggioni 
14 Arbace celai Þ alto Deſſegno 
i mentire e forza 
Ecco Ia mia Fiamma. 
In due Core un Piu bel Foco. 
Non acceſe il Dio Þamor 
Benche eſtinto ] infelice, 
Sino a Morte Berenice 
Serbera vivo Þ ardor. 
[Accortafi che ſopraviene Ber. ſta in Diſparte. 


SCENS XL 
|  Berenice. 


Ber. Penſo che non bo core 

Penſo al mio gran Dolore 

E Piengo, e Peno. 

Chi ſa ſe Þ Idol mio 

Pria de morire, Addio 

Mi Diſſe almeno. [S' accorge d' Arta. e arreſta. 
Ecco Artaſerſe! O Quanto | | 
Mi Tormenta Þ incontro? 

Art. Bella quanto Crudel: Perche t arreſti? 


Dovrat ſempre fuggirmi? | . 
| Ber. 


) 


— 


i 28 HYIDASAES © 


1 Againſt a Soul reſolv'd 2 


III News art thou the Meſſenger ? 
Say | ſpeak! ye Gods! thou ſeem'ſt concern'd. Pas 


Ber. With other Thoughts, my Lord, 
F find my ſelf employ'd at preſent. 
Than thoſe of loving you. | 
Art. Talk then of them; I give you leave. 
But know, the Paſſion that now captivates my Senſes, 


Is the only one I've felt, 

That ever bore denial: 

But ſince Hydaſpes is no more, mayn't Artaxerxes 

Hope in your ſoft Heart to fill | 

His Servant's Room? Take heed at leaſt 

How you diſdain me: For Love 1 

Contemn'd, turns cruel; and Force is in my Pow'r. 
| [ Exit 


SCENE XII. 


| Berenice. 
Ber. What Force, inhuman Tyrant, canſt thou uſe 


At all thy idle Menaces 
My Heart can ſmile, while *gainſt 
Thy brutal Violence, this Hand 
Commands the Guard of Death prepar'd. 
'Tis a Folly to pretend to 
Win my Heart by Force, 
Inclination 'tis we bend to, / 
Compulſion makes it worſe. 
Thy Sighs, and Threats both move my Scorn, 
For Love of Love is only born. { Exi:] 
SCENE XIII. | 


Mandana, Darins. 
Man. My dear Darius, of what 


Dar. Mandana, Heav'n deſigns 
That I to Day ſhall let thee ſce 
The Greatneſs of my Paſſion: 
Artaxerxes, my Brother, 


Demands thee for a Wife, 


I DAS PE 


Ber. Da ogn altro afferto O Sire 
mi ſento rapita in queſto punto 
he da quello a' amarti. 
Art. 1! Favellar ca: Ti fs conceda: 
er quel effetto, che mi lega i ſenti, 
vn avexxi per altro 
ſoffrir negative. 
;orto e gia Idaſpe, e non potra Artaſerſe 
] poſto d un tuo ſervo, d'un rubelle 0 
el tuo Core occupar? Ii guarda al fine, 
Von mi Sdegnar. Ammorza 
rudetade I Amor. Uſaro forza. [ Parte. 
g SCE NA XII. | 
Berenice. 
Qual forza uſar potrai Tiranno Ingiuſto 
mtro un anima Forte? 
ie tue dani minaccie 
ide il mio Cor, ſe contro 
A le laſcive violenze tue 
Pronta ne la mia man tengo Ia morte. 
E Folle chi pretende 
Per forx' amor da me: 
Per genio ſolo accende 
Amore i cori amanti | 
E vani ſonn i Pianti 
At Amore dove non e. 


SCENA XIIL 
Mandana, Dario. 


Man. Dario mio ben, di quale 
Annuncio à me ten vieni apportatore? 
Parla ! Che dici ? Ob dio! Tu ſei ſoſpeſo! 
Dar. Mandane il Ciel deſtina 
(1 0g al ſine ſe faccia 
La grandenza veder de I amor mio, ; 
Artaſerſe il Germano _ 


In Iſpofa ti chieds, 


[ Parte. 
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mW oo FTD ASPES 
And now inſiſts (for ſo, my Fair, 


 Sweetens the bitter Thought, 


_ — Pig .. 


Has thy dread Fate decreed it) | 
'That here I hail thee, as my Sovereign Queen. 
Man, The Hero then to Day 
Triumphs o'er the Lover. 
Dar. To Day I facrifice my Love 
To your Superior Glory. 
Man. What! thou then perſuad'ſt me to it? 
And thy glad Looks confeſs thee pleas d. 
Dar. To ſce thee mount | 


The Perſian Throne 


And well attones the Loſs. i 
Man. *Tis well! Your Wiſhes ſhall be granted, 1 
Dar. Ah! kill me not with Frowns ! 5 

Mandana! Here me. \ 


Man. No more! 
This injur'd Heart repents 
It ever lov'd thee now, 
But for thy vile Offence 
I'll Woman's Spite autdo : 
The Man I lov'd my Scorn ſhall prove, 
And he I ſcorn'd receive my Love. 


SCENE XIV. 
Darius. 
Dar. O ſweet Reſentment ? And the Procf 
Of ſecret Paſſion in my fair One. 
Ah! how at once it 
Pleaſes, and Torments me too? 
With a Face all of Pleaſure 
Giving Joy beyond Meaſure 
Hope revells, and dances : 
In my Heart lately fearful 


Love reigns, and is chearful 
While his Empire adyances, 


© 


SCEN 


1D AS PE. 


poſcia ch il tuo Fato 
i, bella, deſtina 
lia ſrorana chia marti, e mia Reina. 

Man. Oggi dunque Þ Eroe | 
e Þ Amante Trionfa. 

Dar. Oggi il mio amore 
gonifico a tua Gloria. 

Man. E tu mi perſuadi, e ne di moſtri 
tanta Gioia in volto 7 

Dar. I vederti ſalire 
grau Trono de Perſe 
utte Adolciſce le amarezze mie, 
e perdite conſola. 

Man. Non piu, ſarai Contento. 
f Dar. Non ' uccider con Lire. 
an/lane aſcolta. 
Man. Taci. 

Faro che ſi penta 
D' averti Adororato 
Queſto In gannato 
Mi ſero Cor. 


Faro che fi cangt 
Crudele ſpietato 


L' Amore in Odio 
L' Odio in Amore. 


SCENA XIV. 
Dario. 


Dar. Dolci ſdegni, Argomento 
De Pamor del mio bene! 
Deb! Quanto mi piacete; 
a quanto, o Dio, mitormentate ancora. 
Con volto ſereno 
Gia torna nel teno 
La cara ſperanza > 
E ſento cb) Amore 
© Nel Timido Core 
1 Gia creſce, e ſavanta. I 


SCENA 


. 
"7 


The Memory of Hydaſpes, 


£7 Of ſuch unſhaken Love 


And both of 'em I offer thee. 


H T7 2 4 ; 
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SCENE XV. 
Hydaſpes, Arbaces. 


Hydaſ. Arbaces, thou who honoureſt 
With ſo fair a Fame 


For his lov'd Aſhes ſake 
Grant me this one Requeſt. 
Arb. I nothing can deny to great Hydaſpes Name, 
Nor to the brave Acrone. | 

Hydaſ. Give me leave then to ask, if Berenice 
Still loves Hydaſpes | 
With the ſame living Fire ? 
Arb. Love for his Love ſhe ſtill returns, 
Nor can the Flattery or Bribes 
Of Artaxerxes yet prevail. 
Hydaſ. O! how the happy Proofs 


1 «® =«< 


In the Elqian Fields will pleaſe his Ghoſt. 
Arb. Such Love and Faith within a Servant's Bre 

Subdues my Heart: I find 

With a reſiſtleſs Force thou'ſt ta en my Soul. 

And I cou'd wiſh, Acrone, thou wou'dſt ſucceed 

Hydaſpes in my Love and Friendſhip : 


Bro *X. . 


aa ta) /\ ow 


Hydaſ. And I embrace 'em both, 
Thy generous Love, and Friendſhip; 


And as thy Proof of either, I only ask [ 
Thy kind Protection of fair Berenice, 0 
And her Virtuous Flame. | 2 

Arb. She well deſerves it: Not but 7 
Her Virtue is it ſelf her Guard. * 


SCENE XVI 
Hydaſpes. 
Hydaſ. Artaxerxes! Artaxerxes ! | 


Inhuman Tyrant, barbarous King! 
W hoſe Cruelty already FTE! 


DAS PE. 
SCE NA XV. 
Idaſpe, Arbace. 
Idaſ. Arbace, tu ch'onort 
Con titolo fe bello. 
Le Memorie d Idaſpe 
In grado di quell ombra 
Perdima a mie ricbieſte. 
Arb. Nulla negar poſſio d'Idaſpe ae nome 
E al valoroſo Acrone. | 
Idaſ. Ora defio ſaper ſe Berenice: 
Del me Amata Idaſpe 
Serba P Ardor nel core? 
Arb. Reſe Amor per Amore 
Ne giovo ad Artaſerſe 
Trattar luſingbe, e offerir dont. 
Idaſ. Or ſi lieta Paſſeggi 
Per ciſi bella Fede, 
L' Ombra del mio Signor d'Eliſo i campi. 
Arb. Tanto amor, tanta fe dun ſeruo in petto 
M inteneriſce; ſento 
Rapirmi a te con violenza Igunta. 
be ne Pamor, ne Pamicitia mia 
Tus ſucceda ad Idaſpe, Acrone io voglios 
Io Vofferiſco, e Puna, e I altra. 
Idaſ. Acce-o 
De Þ amor tuo, de l amicitia il dono 
Ora in Virtu di queſti; io ſol ti cheiggio, 
Che protegga le Ell 
Fiama de Berenice, e ſua coſtanxa. 
Arb. Lo merta, ma difeſa 


Da la ſua ſalde fe ella e a baſtanza. 


SCENA XVI. 
Idaſpe. 


Idaſ. Artaſerſe, Artaſerſe 
Ingiuſto Re, Tiranno 
Gn Varbara empierate 
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; þ Ii My unhappy Brother; 
And now purſuing ſtill the Son, 


Pr 


84 H T DAS ES. 


Has deſtroy d my Father, 
| Becauſe from thy wild Fury he preſery'd 


bs 


Thou lay'ſt thy Snarcs againſt his Love, and 
But know Hydaſpes ſtill ſurvives, 
Nor fails his Courage in his Heart: 
Know too, that private Swords 
Have often drank a Tyrant's Blood. 
In vain is all Conſtraint, 
That from my Heart would move 
The Image of the Saint, 
Whom, as my Soul, I love. 
Thus the worſt of Foes defying, 
Conltant will I ever prove; 
And though in iorments dying, 
Still would ſigh, 1 love, I love. 


- 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
A Pleaſant Grove near the Palace. 


Berenice 3 


ke, 1 ſhady Groves l range, , 
Sighing in vain my Woes, 

0 give my tortur'd Heart Repoſe. 

But by repeated Grieis 

My Mind's ſo hard oppreſs'd, 

That I no longer can ſupport the Weight. 


—_— 


Ibis grateſul Gloom alone can footh my Thoughts, 
Or give a ſhort-liv'd Truce 
4 To ſure returning Pain. 


{She fits down at the Foot of a Fountam. 
Come, gentle Slecp, and cloſe my Eyes 
In Dreams at leaſt of real Joys: 


And 


Per donar qual che tragua a ſuoi dolori. 


Tu m' uccideſts il Padre E | 
Perc be ſortraſſe al tuo furor Tuſano 
L' Infelice Germano 
Ed or perſequi il Figlio, 
E gl inſidii in uno punto amore, e vita. 
Sappi pero, che nnn e morto Idaſfe 
Che nel ſuo cor virtute ancor non langue 
E che privata ſpada 
Beve ſovente de Tirranni il ſangue. 

Evan" ogni penſiero 

Di togliere al mio ſen 

L' Imago del mio ben 

Che tanto Bramo. 

L' Alma con duolo fiero 

Sprrar Potro Languendo 

E pur diro morendo 


Io amo, io amo, 


— _ © n OY id. a. dE... AM 


ATTO II. SCEN @&:kH 
Delizioſo Boſchetto che confina col Giardino, e 
Palazzo Reale. —4 


Berenice. 
Ber. = ombroſe, in vo cercands 


Qui tra voi ſe pia mai , 
Dar ripoſo alle mie fo 1 | 
Ma dt fi lunghi affanni 
Stanca gia Palma al peſo 
Pin reggerſi non puo, qual che riftoro 


Fiene a cercar tra queſt i grati orror 7 


Si aſſide a pie d'un fonte. 

Vieni o ſonno, e fa chio pi . 

Mentre ſogus Pldel mio. : _ 
C 2 Sia 


4 


HIDASPES. 
And thou, by whom my Soul's diſtreſs'd, 
_ blind God, one Moment's Reſt. 


SCENE II. 
Hydaſpes, and Artaxerxes ſeeing bim, retires, 


I Zydaſ. Why do vainly ſeek Relicf | 
From Woes that ſtrike and wound me, ſtill purſuing ? 


If what's another's Joy gives me Delpair, 


Nothing can end 
| My mortal Grief, 


bad 1 


Of all my Pain, 


Her Fyes faſt clos'd! 
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Do I then ſee thee ! See 
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kl Behold the harmleſs Cauſe 


Art. Heav'ns! what is't I hear? 

ls then this Moor the curſt Hydaſpes ? 
By all my Wrongs the Traitor dies! 

| } Yet hold —-—— Love bids me keep 
For a Revenge more terrible my Rage. (Exit 


Since thus my Fate relentleſs has reſolv'd. 

While Chryſtal Streams from Fountains riſe, 
The murmuring Muſick finds the Art, 

To make my Sympathiſing Eyes 

1 Diſtil the Anguiſh of my Heart. 

But whither has my kinder Fate conducted me? 


[Seeing Ber. ſleeping. 


i Art. Along the Garden Walks I've trac'd 
The Foor-ſteps of my Tyrant Fair: 
See where the Charmer lyes! 


i Lull'd in the Arms of Sleep! 'tis ſhe! my Love! 


What makes Acrone there? [Seeing Hydaſpes. 
Wbat can this mean? ye Gods, | 
|! Inftruct me what to think? 

Ber. [| ſleeping] Hydaſpes! O my Soul! 


thee living too! 


Ih [Hydaſpes gently Embracing ber. 
Hi Hydaſ. Yes | yes! my 


Soul! I hive! I live! 


[ Sleeps. 
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Me Lo dice o Dei? 


Axt. O Gel, cb'inrendo 


IDASPE. - 


Sia caggion de i miei rin], 

Per mumenti il cieco $54 1 [8 adormenta. 

SCEHEEMYK pid 

Idaſpe, Artaſerſe, che Sopraggiunge, e ſi ritira in diſ- 
| parte. 


Idaf. A che ricerco inſano „ 
Tregua a quel duul, che mi trafigge, e ſudua 
Se cio, c altrui diletta, a me da penæ. | 
Nulla puo ſtupidire 
Il mio mortal dolore. 

Vuol cofs del mio fato il rio tenore. 
Voi bagnate o fonti, o ſiumi, 
Mormor and il ſeno a Flora. 
J dliſtillo ancor da i lumi, 
Il mo cor, che tanto — 7 : 
Ma dove mi guidaſti amica ſorte + | 
- N di Beren. che dorme. 
Eccoti Pinnocente d 9 
Cagion delle tne pene 
Sopito in grembo al ſono, ecco il tuo bene. 

Art. Per le vie del Gardin la mia Tiranna 
Vid: portar tra queſte piante il piede; 8 ä 
Ma ecco la crudele. [ Saccorge di Ber. che dorme. 
E le pupille immorte. | [S$'accorge d'Idaſpe. | 
Jui tiene Acrone in Lei. | 
Che mai ſara £ Voi | 


Ber. Idaſpe anima mia.  {[Sognando.; 
Pur ti veggio, e ſei vivo: | 

| [Idafpe s'auvicina a Ber. in atto dabbracciarla. 

Idaſ. Si vivo ſono h cara. * 


A non d' e dubio, e quell Etiape Tdaſpe 
Urro @ ſuenar l'indegno; 

Ma no, riſerba Amore x 
A pi acerba vendetta il giuſto ſdegno. Parte. 
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„ HTDASPES. 


Bur (oh! ye Pow'rs) what ſtrange 


Eydaſ. O charming Dream! O tender . 
Of my kind, ſoft, and ſleeping Fair! 5 
| Who can reſiſt this Sight! my raviſh'd Senſe! 
[Hydaſpes kneels, and takes ber Hand. | 
0 lovely Hand, fair Field of Snow, 
To view thee gives Deſire! 
But when I touch thee, Oh! 
My trembling Soul's on fire: 
My Senſes ach to taſte the Joy, 
Which thy ſoft Pulſes move; 
Thus folding thee, the K not 1 rye 
Of never-ending Love. 
Ber. awakes, and riſe es in Anger. 


S C E NE, III. 
Berenice, Hydaſpes. 
Ber. What means this Rudeneſs? 


Alarm is this within my Breaſt ? 

Wherc's my Reſentment ?. Where's my Anger? 
Alas, tis loſt! my Bluſhes ſpeak my Shame. 

But tell me, bold Intruder! 

Whence comes this ſtrange Preſumption? 


Hydaſ. From your Hydaſfes. 
Ber. O Name belov'd! 

How can that be? Alas, Hydaſpes Bc 

Long fince has viſited the Shades of Death. 7 
Hydaf 'Tis true, Hydaſpes is no more, 

But know, his Soul within this Breaſt remains, 

For in Acrone you behold his Shade, his Ghoſt 

I am Hydaſpes wand'ring Spirit 

Nor can 1 truly tell you what I am, 

Whether the one, or th' other: But this 

1 am too ſure a moit unfortunate Lover. 
Ber. Omy blind Eyes! full well, my Lite, I know thee 
Hydaſ. Take heed thou'rt not deceiv'd! 


Boi 


I DAS PKH. 
Idaſ. O dell auima mia, 0 del mo bene 
Dolci ſognando ancor teneri ſenſi, © 
Ab non reſiſts piu, ſarei di ſeles. 0 
[ [daſ. g/inginocchia a piedi di Ber. e li prende una mano. 
Bianca man tu ſei di neve 
Ma riceve | $4 
Alimenti Sol di foco ( 1007 OE 
Il mio cor che vroe in te. 
I ti Stringo 
Ma non fingo 
I advrarti Sol pergioco 
Caro Pegno di mia fe 
ger. Berenice ſi deſta e ſi leva impetuoſamente in piede. 


S CEN A III. 
| Berenice deſta Idaſpe. 
Ber. Temerario, che tenti? 
Mu quali interne, ob Dio | 
Commoztiont in Sento! I 
Il mio rigor do, e che non m' adiro 
Contro coſtui? nm poſſo, 93 
Vergogntoſo roſſor mitinge i wolzo.) 
Aa dimmi 0 troppo audace, 
Chi ti die tanto ardire © 
Idaf, Idafpe. Sg 
Ber. (O caro nume 
Come ? ſe Idaſpe giace E . 
Tra gli orrori di Morte. | 
daſ. Non vive Idaſpe e vero, 
Ma I alma ſua, in queſto petto alberga. 
Ono Acrone, ſon ombra, e ſono Idaſje 
Un ſpettro vagante ; | 
Auzi per dir chi io fia 
Ne lun, o P altro to ſon; fo defſer ſolo, 
Un infelice Amante. 2 
ther. Ber. Cieca, ch in fut; or ti ravuis o caro; 
Idaſ. Guarda, che non F inganni. 


nd. | 


% 


C 4 


HTB ASPES. 
Ber. Thus ever let me be deceivd, [Embracing bin. 

O let me preſs thee to my Heart, - 

Thou art Hydaſpes, or my Soul is chang'd. 


SCENE IV. 
Arbaces with Soldiers. 


| Arb. Be not ſurpriz'd, my Friend, at my Apprdach | 
Since he that ſerves is bound t obey. 
The King demands thee up, his Priſoncr. 

Hydaſ. Say, what's the Crime Acrone's charg'd with? 
Arb. This is no time to favour thce, del pes, 
Deliver up thy Sword. 

; #haaſ. Heav'ns! lam betray 'd. 
Since thou believeſt me then unworthy 
Of thy Friendſhip, know, 

{1 Hydaſpes ſcorns to ſell his Life, 

Ji Or Liberty, at a Price ſo mean; 

And he who dares attempt on either, 
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With his laſt Blood ſhall buy me. L 

fl [Hydaſpes draws, and flands on his Guard. 

Ber. O Gods! what Ruin mult cnſue? 

| My Blood runs cold! 

Arb. My Friends, fall on—— L 

lil! [The Soldiers preſent their Partifans againſt Hydaſpes, and 

ii | endeavour to ſurround him. 

Ber. Hold! hold! [To the Soldiers. 5 

Reſtrain your Courage | D 
Gainſt ſuch unequal Numbers. _ [To Hydaſpes, 
Airb. Away! to fall for thee 0 
Were glorious Death. | 

Ber. If my laſt Prayers 1 
Have Power to touch Þ 
| |} Your generous Hcart, Þ 
Submit, nor make me wretched, 
f {| Before the Gods, reſolve it, 1 p 
|. FHydaſ. Your Power is abſolute, and gains the F ield, 7 
| |, Not to their Swords, but Berenice 1 yeild, 0 


1 gives his Sword to Ber. ſhe gives it to Arbaces 
eng 


/ 


aſcia eh al ſen ti ſtringa "3 4 
) 71 /ia Tdaſpe, o alma raminga- 

SCENA IV. 

Arbace con Soldati., 


Arb. Amico non i offenda . 
ufficio mio, deve obbedir che ſerve. 
Panda il Re, che prigionier ti renda, + - 
Idaſ. Ma reo di qual delitto e fatto Acrone? 
Arb. Di fimular non e piu tempo Idaſpe 
| ferro a me conſegna. _— 
Idaſ. (Cieli, tradito io ſono) 
e tu dunque per tale ingrato amico 
Mi riconoſci; ſappi, 
Che a prezzo cofs vile 
O'vita, o Liberta non vende Idaſpe : 

Chi Puna, o Paltra vuole 

Dee comprarla col ſangue, 
1d. IIdaſpe sfodera la ſpada, e fi pone in diſeſa. 
Ber. Che ftravaganze ob Dio; rimango eſangue. | 

Arb. Amici à voi. | 75 
| Li Soldati ataſſano le Alabarde al petto d' Idaſpe, e ten- 
and | tano circondarlo. 
"hy Ber. Fermate, © {a Soldati $accoſta ad Idaſpe. 
ert. Hena Þ ardire, e troppo 

Diſuguale il cimento. 
pes. {dal. No ub, fu in ogni caſo 
PF Glorioſo morir, mo 22 „ 

Ber. Deb, ſe le preci mie 

Nel tuo cor — 4 

Hanno qual che poſſanza, 

Renditi, ne voler prima del temp" 

Farmi affatto infelice. . 4 

Idaſ. Tur» puoi ſopra me, piu uon reſiſto; 

d, Rendomi a Berenice. 


daſpe Conſegna la ſpada a Berenice, & eſſa la da poi ad 


My 


h? 


I 
Lend me thy brandiſh'd L ghehing, Jobe © 
To reach the Traitor's Head, en 
Or point the Eyes of her I love, an 
To ſtrike the Tyrant Dend. [ Exit, 
SCENE V. 


Artaxerxes, Berenice. 


Art. Here, and obſerve me, Berenice. 
At length by Glory l'm reproacht, 


I That * — has ſo long 


Endur d a Woman's Scorn; 

My Patience is with Slights worn out, 

And fince thy Folly has abus'd my Love, 

Thy Pride ſhall feel my Power. | 
Ber. Tyrant, thy worſt! Alike to me 

Indifferent are thy Threats, or Prayers. 

Art. Know then, Hydaſpes Crimes 

Have forfeited his Life : He dies! 

Unleſs thy ſofter Treatment of my Love 

Deſcends to ſave him: Therefore 

Be quick in thy Reſolves, and anſwer me. (Heart, 
Ber. Oh! Gods! How well the Tyrant knows my 

How deep he ſtabs me in the tendereſt Part! £ 

O Sir, fince it muſt be NA 

Art. She melts, we Conquer! 

Ber. That to your juſt Deſire ———— 
Art, She yields — die. 
Ber. Thou lieſt, unfaithful Tongue! No, let Hydaſpe: 
Arr. Ungrateful Fair! Hydaſpes then ſhall periſn 

 [ Art. 77 going 


Ber. O hear me! Stay! | 

Art. Now. Die!] 

Ber. My Soul! What ſhall Ido ?---O think !-- Hydaſpes 

Art. Now Madam, oy , 
You are too ſevere! But I'll be kinder, 


I give you to the Priſoner free Acceſs : 2 
| Conſult 


| ID ASP E. 
er Punir un Traditore ? 
hammi O Giove acceſs un Tel : 

u0 ſuenare un Empio Core 

uo sbranare un Infidel. 


SCEN AV. 
Berenice, Artaſerſc. 


Art. Odimi o Berenice 
Mor mora la mia gloria in queſto giorno 
he Artaſerſe Sofferto 
{bbai fi Lungamente 
D una Donna i diſprezzi 
a patienza mia Stancaſti al fine, 
{buſaſti P amore, | | | 
Vuo, che provi il rigors. | 
Ber. Facts che vuoi, il tuo rigor l' amore | 
Mi ſiano indifferent. i 
Art. Sappi, che fatto e reo | 
Di. molte colpe Idaſpe, 
Deve morir. Tu ſola 
o uſarmi pieta Serba lo puoi 
ler viſolui, riſpondi. Parira dunque Idaſpe. 
5 my Ber. (Oh Dio, ſeppe il Tiranno 
Ne Ja pin Senſitiva 


Parte wo colpirmi ) 


. 
* 5 
* +. 4 


ö 


[ Exit 


Vie comylen alſin — 
Art / Cede Þ altera. 

(die. Ber. Che a tu0t deſir 
aſper Arb. S piega. | f 
| Ber. Menti Lingua infedel, Idaſpe pera. 
wing Art. Barbaro cor! 
5 [Artaſerſe li volge le Spalle per partire. 
Die! Ber. Abime F arreſta. 
20e. Arr. Anucora ? 

| Ber. (Alina, che deggio far) teſa Idaſpe mara. 

n Art, Orſu donna tu ſet : 

Di ſoverchio ſeveraz, 7 


ul  /k conceda al Pigionier Þ ingreſſo. 


Seco f 


Conſult his Heart: And when his Life, 


Be it ſo! The Tyrant never ſhall = 
' Have cauſe to mock my Griefs, [Reſolve 


HYTDASPES. 
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Or Death's in Queſtion, I doubt 
You'll find Hydaſpes ſoon 
Determin'd in the Choice. 


SCENE VI. 
Berenice. 


Ber. Alas! How many cruel turns of Fate 
Attend th' unhappy Lover's State! 


Spite of his Power my Heart 
Diſdains a baſe Submiſſion. 
Yes, yes! Hydaſpes too ſhall Die! 
And the ſame Steel that ſtabs his Heart 
Shall reach me there: 
Giving at once immortal Proof 
Of an unſhaken Paſſion. 
They that for a Day love true can love for ever. 
On his deep Sighs my Tears ſhall wait, 
And Love ſhall mix em as they flow; 
In Conſort thus we Ill mourn our Fate, 
Dividing of our Griefs the weight, 
Till in the Pleaſure we forget the Woe, 


SCENE VII. Mandanus Apartment. 
Mandana, Darius. 


Dar. Fortune to Day, Mandana, 

Mocks our Joys, the Smiles 
She lately gave us, now are chang'd to horrid Frowns 
Man. What ſtrange Misfortune has befel us! 

Dar. Artaxerxes has deceiv'd us : 
He burns for Berenice. 
His Love pretended to Madana, 
And his Demanding her in Marriage, 
Is only an unjuſt. 
And baſe Excuſe, . 
Not to releaſe her to her Father, and my Love. 


Ci 
U 


Man. 


1 


1D AS FEI. 

0 lui ti configlia: ove fi tratta 
. ſua vita; o di ſua Morte; forſs ! 

ſara qual tu ſet oh” 
nto guardigno Idaſpe. 

SCEN A VI. 
Bereaice. 

Ber. O d' infelice Amanti 
agichi auvenimenti ! 


a che? de 1 miei tormenti | {Riſoluta; 


ſolvel n ridera il Tiranno; a ſuo diſpetto. 
di vilta incapace il cor nel petio. ; [Penſa- 
ſi, che 2 mora, [ Riſoluta dinuovo- 


Suent in un ſol punto 
ſel ſuo core il mio core. 
» d'un vero amore 
Scorgeran le tempre 
i e fida un giorno Solo, e fida ſempre. 
A miſchiar vado le Lacrime 
Cot Singhiozzi del mio bene 
Che eg e parte di contento 
Con tormento, unir tormento 
Far communi le ſue pene. 


SCENA VII. 


Vedura del Palaſſo di quinsbeni. 


 Mandano, e Dario. 


Dar. Mandane, oggi Fortuna 
cherza con noi; e L poco fa ridente 
to ha cangiato in orrida Sembianza. 
Man. Che machino di ſtrano? or di awvene ? 
Dar. Artaſerſe e inganna, 

Irde per Berenice; 

P Amor per Mandane, 

richieſti ſponzali, 

Non (90, che un Iniqua 

alixioſa ſeu fa : 

non renderla al Padre, ed al mio affetto. 
9 SUenturatro Idaſpe, e tra ritorts | 


C, 


WI, 


+ 


” 


Dar. My Thoughts are all employd (tolw 


Gs HYD ASPES. 
Man. Thou tell'ſt me Wonders? What doſt thou 


To ſave Hydaſpes from his Threatning Fate, 
I know thy Flame for me 8 
Burns with undarkned Brightneſs, and I 
With conſtant Vows will bribe the Gods to guard the 
Man. Darius, Time's too precious to be loſt. 
(Now I'll torment th' Ungrateful) [Afi 
The towring Hopes 
Thou lately gav'it my Heart of mounting Thrones, 
And wearing an Imperial Diadem, 
With a reſiſtleſs Charm ay 
Have won my Heart, | (1 
And fir'd my Soul. | D 
Dar. Ye Gods! What is't I hear! 
O do not thus torment nme. 
Man. I love thee well! But more am charm'd wit 
My Thoughts are not ſo light, (Powe 
Nor is my Love fo weak, 
That where my Vows I plight 
My Hearr the Bonds can break. 
Thy Pains for me I'd mourn ; 
But what ſhou'd Woman do, 
When Lovers won't be true, | 
But Change for Change return? [Ext 


SCENE VIII. 


Darius. 


Dar. My Senſes! Oh! What is't you've heard! 
Mandana's SouP's ſo chang'd 3 
Vou would not know her now : She is her ſclf no mor 
Too cruel Fate, thou'ſt torn 
Her very Being from my Love! 
My Friend, my dcareft Friend too's loft ! 
His Life you'll next Demand 
"Tis well I'll bear without a Murmur all! 


—_ Pr” 


IP ASF E. 
Man. Gran coſe mi narraſti; ora che 
Dar. Per riſpinger d' Idaſpe © 
Parca ingorda, accupero de I alma 
tri i penſierii il tuo bel fuoco avampi 
dele alla mia fiamma, e il Cielo inters. 
egnero per re co i voti miei. 
Man. Dario, non e piu tenipo 
10 flagellar Þ ingrato.) | 
LA /1perbe Speranze 
e concepir tu mi faceſti al Trono, 

al Perſo Diadema, 
„ faſcino poſſente 
an tutti del mio core 
cupati gli affetti. | 
Dar. (Oh Dio eh imendo ! ) 


on mi dar pitt cordogli. | 


houn 


(foly 


* 


d the 


* 


d wit 
2 owe 


Non e coff tero 
I fdo mio penſirro 

Che cangi in un momento 

E' genio e fedelta. 

Me ſpiace il tuo tormento 

Ma che far pu poſ io 

Se ſpeſſo il tuo deſin 


Fedo cangiando va. 


[ Exit 
| SCENA VIII. 
Dario. . 
Dar. Senzi miei che intendeſte ? 


luima di Mandane 

% 77 congſco piu, non ſei piu quella. 

ro che mi toglieſti o forte infide = 
cu0r del alma mia, che mi rapifti 

eh, e fido amico; 
elimi pur la vita, 

e $0124 mormorar io re la code. 


— — 


9 


Man. Caro mi ſei, ma piu mi e caro il ſoglia. | 
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HYTDASPES. 
O Love! in her relenting Eyes 
My former Peace reſtore, 
11 what her Frown denies 
itied Pains implore: 
— rowns, and Smiles, are Night, or D. 
Are Death, or Life to me; 
One Look can all my Pains dere, 
And ſet the Tortur d free. 


: SCENE IX. 4 Priſon. 
Hydaſpes, after bim Arbaces. 


 Hydeſ. Unhappy Captive, hope no more, 

Thy Death alone of Heav'n implore : 

This horrid Gloom prepares thy Mind, 
And bids thee Die; 

And to the God of Love Reſign'd | 
My blecding Heart now makes Reply, 
A Victim to the God of Love 1 die. 

Arb. By Artaxerxes leave, 
Fair Berenice is come 


At her own Pleaſure, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 


SCENE X. 
Berenice, Hydaſpes. 


Ber. Hydaſpes ! 
1 Hydaſ. — 

Ber. The Tyrant has decreed 
Wi! That I forthwith reſolve Complyance co his Will, 
| hl And that Hydaſpes ſhou'd renounce his Berenice, 
Bk Nay and commands me too 


|}, To uſe my Power to make thee yield, 
$7 Or meet irrevocable Death; 
I's; Hydaſ. Inhuman A& ! 
ſ Ber. Now then reſolve, Hydaſpes ; 
| With freedom ſpeak the Thoughts 
1 


8 


r Da 


2 1D A 8 P E. a 


Amor la Cara Pace 

Che ſani il mio Martir. 
vudo volto ſdegnoſo | 
Nube, e Sol del mio Ripoſo _ 
Notte e Sol del mio Gioir. 


SCEN A IX. Prigione, 
Idaſpe, poi Arbace. 


Idaſ. Irfelice Priggioniero 
Poco ſpero 6 
E riſtretto fra ritorte 
Solo morte | 
Chiede il cor, 
Dicon Pombre, e queſti orrori 
Mori; Mori 
E riſponde il cor Languendo 
Morte attendo -/ 
O Dio d' amor. 

Arb. Artaſerſe permette 


Che qui ti vegga Berenice, e teco 


A ſuo piacer favelli. 
S CEN A X. 
Berenice, e Idaſpe. 


Ber. Ida ſpe. 
Idaſ. Berenice. 
Ber. Viole il Tiranno? 
Che Berenice elegga 
Di comptacerlo, e rinuncii Idaſpe 
A Berenice, e wuole | 
Che io te ne perſuada, e tu mi piegbi 
O decretata ha la tua morte. 
Idaſ. Ah indego. ; 
Ber. Ora riſolvi Idaſpe; 
dneeramente eſprimi 


Fummi Provar nel Dolce di queſto vi ſo 


” — <a eee — 
* 


Ot thy Conflicted Heart, 
Pronounce the Criſis of thy Fate, 


HTDASPE S 


Or Life, or Berenice? 1 
Hydaſ. Thou griev'ſt me, Berenice, and little know'ſt| 


164 Canſt thou believe the Paſſſoan [my Heart; 
i, That thy Eyes have kindled, 


Cou'd cer diſpute the Choice 


Oft Life, or Berenice? 


Ber. Nay then, my dear Hydaſpes, 


I muſt bleed; reſiſtleſs Fate 
This way involves us both | 
In one inevitable Death. 


Hydaſ. Ah ſay not ſo, I cannot bear the Thought 


That thou ſhouldſt mingle in my Fate. 
i O think, yet think how that | 
Miuſt wound my Soul! Grievous indeed 
Will then my Sufferings be. | 
But if alone I periſh, the joyful Thought 
Of thee preſerv'd alleviates all my Pains : 


No! live my lovely Fair ! and think 


| 
| Hydaſfes cou'd not meet a Fate more glorious, 


Ber. Can I then live without thee? 
Canſt thou, Unkind, ſuppoſe ſuch Life 
Were worth enduring? Ah wound me 


| Then to reſign his Life in proof of Faith to thee, 
R 


With that Thought no more. 


Be r. and Hydaſ. Ah! may we both together Die, 


1 The Pain be mutual, and the Joy. 


Both. J Die for 1 whom I adore. 


Four utmoſt Malice on my Heart, 


Ber. Farewel, my Soul's Delight. | 
Hydaſ. Farewel,my Love: Ber. Along good Night. 


| | Both. My bleeding Heart can ſpeak no more. 
19 } SCENE XL. 
17 Mandana, and Darius. 


f Man. Conſpiring Stars! who ſeem to dart 
Yet 
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w' ſt! 


cart; 


Die, 


Vet 


I tuo core, i tuoi ſent. 


Ke 


IDASPE. 


E leggi in g Punto 
La vita o Berenice. | 
Idaſ. Berenice, mw offendi, e mal conoſci; 
E quidi chi un amore 1 
Che tu naſcer faceſti in queſts ſen, * 
A For che mi proponi 
Berenice o la vita. 

Ber. Ab caro Idaſpe 
e moriam, e pi da noi fi faceia 
enza alla forza 
D'un fatto inevitabile, e ſevero. | | 

Idaſ. E ſoffriro, che la mia morte 0 Cara 
Mi fia teco commune? 
Penza, ſi ns o trappo . 
Senſibile al mio mal, che la tua morte 
Renderebbi piu amara, | | 
Pin orribile la mia, e che movendo 
Solo, e ſenza di te, la piu crudele 
Morte mi ſia ſoave: | C. 
Vivi deb vivi, e penza 
Che non puo aver Idaſpe 
Piu glorioſo fine; 
Che di perder per te cara la vita. 

Ber. Io viver ſenza te? Tu credi ingrats 
V io lo poteſſi? Ab ceſſa, 
L'eſſa d'intenerirmi: 

Ber. e Idaſ. Yglio morir ferita 
O dolce uſcir di vita 

a 2. Per chi fedel mi fu R 

Ber. 1! Laſcio Idolo min. 

Idaf. Addio mio bene. Ber. Addio. 

a 2. Non poſſo dir dipui. 

SCENE XI. Apartamenti di Mandane. 


Mandane, e Dario. 


Man. Empia ſtella nemica rubbella, 
alt ſa guerra con aſpro rigor ; 
D 2 


5  HTIDASPES 
" „ [Yet ſhall your Rigour only ſee 


| | My ſtronger Proots of Conſtancy. 
1 Dar. Too cruel Fair, how * 


The greatneſs of thy Sout ſubmit 
To ſuch a barbarous Act | v7 
if Of violated Faith? (Pow'r. 
i Mand. 1 love thee well: Bur more I'm charm'd with 
i Dar. Nay then enjoy thy Wiſhes, mount thy abje& 
| But Triumph o'er my Heart no more. LIN 
III follow now | 
The loſt Hydaſpes Fate. 
Of Crowns and Scepters thou 
0 Mayſt now be dazled with the ſhameful Luſtre, 
0 | | While I a Victim fall to all thy Perjuries. 
Aan. Ah ſtay! what wou'd thy Raſhneſs do? 
Dar. To Artaxerxes fly, and let him know 
| ml That I'm his hated Brother, loſt Darius: 
| | Whoſe Blood ſo long his brutal Rage 
1 Has thirſted for Farewel. | 
| Man, Hold, hold, yet ſtay, I charge thce hear me. 
Dar. I've now no time to loſe, my Death 
1 At once will end my lingring Pains; 
And certain Death I far prefer 
Beyond a Life that kills me every Hour. 
je Farewel fair Tyrant. 
Man. Yet ſtay, I tell thee, ſtay, and hear me. 
Since Love's the Parent of thy Crime, 
1 T pardon all thy jealous Fears: 
\ |. Be thou in Pity too as kind to me, 
And pardon my diſſembled Cruelty. 
. If thou ſuſpect'ſt the Faith I give thee, 
My lov'd Tormentor, thou wilt grieve me; 
But if thy Heart wou'd keep me thine, 
To kinder Thoughts thy own Incline. [Extz, 
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SCENE 


Ma in battaglia Faro che prevaglia, 

La Coſtanza del fido mio Cor. 
Dar. Crudele, e come mai 

Pote P alma tua grande 

Dar ricetto a ſi ier . 

E fi gran cangiamento? 

Che non ragion mi doglio. | 
Man. Caro mi ſei, ma piu mi e caro 51 


Dar. Se ' e piu caro il ſoglio, e il ſoglio aurai 
Ne piu trionferai le mie pen; 7 
deguiro anch Io d Idaſpe 
I! Barbaro deſtino. 

Del Diadem, del Trono 
Godi pur de ſplendor), - 
Vado a ſagriſicarmi a tuot rigori. 

Man. Dove vai? che riſolut ? 

Dar. Ad Artaſerſe io corro, ad iſvelari 
Che Þ odiato German, che Dario io ſono 7 
E a Saziar una fera, 1 
Che del mio ſangue e ſitibonda. Ad dio; 

Man. Ferma, , arreſta, attendi, 

Dar. Non e piu ſempo una ſol morte in fine 
Mi togliera da infinita di peng; 

Ed un tronto morire e meglio aſſai _ 
Che morir mille volte. Addio crudels. 

Man. Ferma ti dico, aſcolta. 
I ferdono al tun amore 
L' offeſa, che faceſti a Pamor mio = 
Net credermi infedele z e tu perdona | 
Al mio finto rigore 83 


Se credit ch io non ? ami 
M' offendi, gi m' offendi 
Col dubitar di me. 
Se fs poi mi brami, 
Attendi caro attendi 
A nm mancar di fe. f 


D 3 80 E 


H DA 5 5 ES | 
SCENE XII. 


Wl Se 

Dar. Take Breath, my Soul!!! 

| |Tnough of Mortal Agonies thou'ſt born 

ow taſte the Pleaſures of Relief, 

Ind viw the Storm, preferv'd upon the Shore. 

For every Pain my Heart has born 

A Pleaſure waits it in Return: 

Ah! ſigh no more, thou fooliſh thing, 
Fair Peace ſucceeds thy Amorous War, 

Thy Fears and Ketters to the Vanquithe fling, 
But thou for Triumph ſhoud'ſt prepare. 
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N | SCENE XIII. 
4 0 by Artaxerxes, Wende 
I; i Art. Well, Madam! has he mov'd you? 


d you behold him with relenting Eyes? 

Wh. brief, and let me know how he receiv*d you? 2 
| Ber. Know then, my Lord, Hy#aſpes is 

1 ſolv'd to dye, and I to bello bim, 

i, ther than break the mutual Bond 
| at tyes our folding Hearts together; 

| hich to p:eſerve, we've ſworn before the Gods. 
gif my humble Prayers [ She Foneels. 
I ve Pow'r to move your Heart, | 
mit, great Sr, the Sword that gives Hydaſpes Death 
cout the Knot of both our Lives in ſunder. 
1 Art. raiſes ber, 
| I") fert. Since then your Vows inviolable reſiſt ny Joys, 
0 ir Vows ſhall be obſerv'd: At length 
| |! conquer'd, and Conſtancy fo great 

10 find its juſt Reward - 
| i 7 Beauty be Hydaſpes Prize: 
Hare thee for the Nuptial Joys 
. 45 Day the end of all thy Fears ſhall bring, 
i \1prove thy Lover's Faith, and ſpeak the King [Ex. 


ni! 
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2 

Dar. Reſbbe Anima mia; | | 

Fra murtali agonie penaſti afſai. . £67 
Or la calma e piu bells i} £41] 
Doppo Porror di rigida procella. 182 
Molto penaſti 0 core 
Molto poder dovrat 
Non ſoſpirar mai piu. 
Da pace al tuo dolore 
Reſpira o cor che fai 
D'amore in ſervitu. 


$ C.EMA.XXIL 
Artaſerſe e Berenice. Z\ 


Art. E bene, ti commoſſe £ 
Tinteneri la di lui viſta? in fine | 
Egli, che ſeppe dir? | | © v2ino75 IM 

Ber. Idaſpe 9 Sire a 
Riſolzo, e di morir, io di ſeguirlo _ 

Pia di romper tra noi il dolce nodo | t 
D' amicizia, e d'amor, che ci congiuuſe MEET 
E A' Det giurato in voro. [S' inginocchi " 
Ora ſe le mie preci | _—_ 
Di giungere haunn forza = 
Sino al tus cuor, conceds =_ 
Che un ferro ſolo, una ſol Parca tronchi 8 
Di due vite lo ſtame. | 

[Artaſerſe la ſollewlf 

Art. (Se un voto tal refiſte a" miei content? 1 

H adempia il Voto) in fine | 

Coſtanza coſi bella 

Merta N mi vince : 


Sarai ſpoſa ad Idaſpe. 
Ii prepara à ſponſali 5 
In queſto di vuo far veder qual ſia 


L'alma d'un Re nella giuſtitia mia. Ie 
ag 5 4 SCE 


% HYDASPES. 

4.18 SCENE XIV. 

Ki | Berenice. 

. l Ber. How unforefeen a Change is this? 
Wi That ſuch an unrelenting Heart 

e Shou'd &er be capable . 

16645 3 an Act ſo generous, amazes me. 
Hope fain wou'd cheer my Heart. But yet I'm fearful: | 

And Love alarms to Joy——T can't be chearful: 


If I receive the Dart The God rejoyces, (is. 
1 And Storms the Calm deſtroy — When Peace my choice 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


SCENE The Amphitheatre. 


Berenice, Arbaces; Spe#ators, and a Crowd of People. 


Ber. JS this, Abraces, the dire Temple, 


W herein mutt be perform'd our N N Rites? 
Arb. This is th' appointed Place, 


by 
0 Ile ere mult Hydaſpes plight his Love. 
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Ber. Alas! I now perceive th' Intent 
YO Tyrant!) of thy relentleſs Heart. 


Well haſt thou thought to make me keep my Vows : 
Thou makeſt at once a Widow, and a Spouſe. 
Arb. Berenice! behold Hydaſpes! 

10 Ber. Gods! can I bear the Sight! 


1 g Hydaſpes brought on by Soldiers, Darius and 
0 "1 Mandana following. 


|; Hydaſ. The Tyrant, Artaxerxes, 

1 if not in all things cruel, ſince he permits 

I Before I die) the ſight of thee to feed my Eyes, 
| Fl ind Hymeneal Bonds to join our Hands. 


4 


Ber. 


IDA'SPE. 
SCENA XIV. 


Berenice. 


Qual impenſato cangiamento e queſto ? 
ne Palma inclemente | 

atto ſi generoſo eg 

ſer poſſa capace io non intend). 

orna la ſpeme in ſen---ma non mi fido, 
ivie promette amor-=-m14 non lo credo, 


(is. We bramo il caro ben---Gode Cupidb. FL. 
ice ena il fido cor---ſe pace chieds. 
l 


AE 1 


* 


ANFITE ATR O. 
Berenice, Arbace; Spettatori & Popolo. 
er. L queſto Arbace i] Tempio 
E Deſtinato à ſponſali? 
Arb E queſto appunto ; 
u dee ſpoſarti Idaſpe. 
Cer. Ab fi, ch' ora intendo 
mente del Tiranno ! 
rch io mon franga il voto 
un, che in un tempo io ſia vedova, e ſpoſa. 


Arb. Berenice ecco Idaſpe. 


Ber, Ob Dio, che viſta ! \ 


SCE NA II. 
aſpe introdotto da Soldati, e detti, Dario, Mandane. 


Idaſ. Now e in tutto erudele 
Oudele Avtaſ, erſe all or che 27 re 

e qui ri vegga, e ch' alla deſtra tua 
nod) d Imeneo giunga la mia, 


Ber. 


58 ATDASPES. 
Ber. But then, what horrid Fate attends th 
thdaſ. Alas! I'll tell the 

Fierce Artaxerxes has decreed, 

A faſting Lion here ſhall ſate his Hunger 

On this defenceleſs Body * 

Bar. O cruel Judge! O impious Act! 

And muſt theſe wretched Eyes behold it too! 

Arb. He wills that you be preſent. 

Ber. It ſhall be ſo: I'll beat once 
The ſad Spectator, and the Object. 

Ber, Was ever Fate ſo mournful? ops = 
 Hhydaſ. Now yield thy beauteous Hand, my Fair, WM 
And make me thine for ever. | — 

Ber. Ah! cruel God of Love! are theſe [ 
Thy promis'd Joys / . 
Reſerv'd for faithful Lovers? 

Hydaſ. Afflict thy ſelf no more, my Soul, 

Nor make by thy ſoft Tears ; 

My Death more terrible. [A Trumpet ſounk 
Arb. No more, Hydaſpes, hold! The Trumpet found 
Hhyadaſ. For thee, my Life, I die. 
Ber. O my Soul! A long Farewel! 
Hydaſ. Ah! Berenice] my Love! 
Ber Hydaſpes ! 

Hydaſ. and Ber. Oh! Farewel! 


Berenice places ber ſelf on the Steps of the Amphitheatk 
with Arbaces, and the Soldiers: Hydaſpes remain 
alone in the Arena (or open Circle: After wich 
Lion comes out of bis Den, which not yet ſeeing Hyd 
pes, ſtalks about looking at the Speflators. 


; Hydaſ. Why doſt thou, horrid Monſter, pa 
Come on: Now fate thy rav'nous Jaws, 
This naked Boſom tear; 7 
But thou within ſhalt find a Heart 
Guarded by Flames will make thee ſtart, 
And turn thy Rage to Fear. 1 
[The Lion ſeeing Hydaſpes, flies furiouſly on 


ce! 
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Ber. . che fla A ???: e 1 ol 
DNIe 

Leone digiuns ann k | 
fo al dente affamato. | Sd 


i deſtino Artaſerſe. . _ 
Ber. Di Gindice tiranno empio decreto ; 
cio ſu gli occhi nei? 

Lorb. Vuol, che tu ſia preſente; 

Ber. Lo ſaro, ma in un punto. 
Mtatrice, e ſpettacolo.” | 3 
Arb. Che caſo! Degus di pianto. IRE 

al. Porgi | aq 

vaga deſtra 0 cara, e ſi mia ſpoſa. | 


Ber. Barbaro Amore! e quefta Berenice li da la mano, 


- 


erbi 4 ru91 ſedeli 
Ice mercede® |, 


Ida. Deh ? acquetu 0 mio core, 
n voler piu amara 


ſounk der la morte mia col tun dolore. | 


[Si ſente à ſuonar una tromba. 
\rb.- Non pin THaſpe non piu, ſona la tromba. 


lal. Vad) a morir o cara. 

zer. Ti laſeio Idolo mio. e 
dal. Berenice miu bene. 4 
er. Idaſpe. | 

bat, Ber. Addio. 


__ {i v2 à ſedere ſopra Ii ſcalini delP Anfiteatro, 
which colt Arbace, e li Soldati, reſtando ſolo Idaſpe nell 


Aena; Doppo di che vicne ſprigionato un Leone, 
quale non accortoſi à prima viſta dIdaſpe vi paſſeg- 
Wl Sano lentamente il Teatro, e guardando gli ſpet- 
er; PU datori; intanto Idaſpe. 

15 daſ. Aiſtro crudel che fai? 

Fiein col tug riggre 

lacerarmi i! ſen ? 
> Aa non tt 

% t0ccare il core 

Il cor. che gia ſerbai 

Felele al caro ben. 


Leone accortoſi d'Idaſpe ſe gli auvanza furioſo; 


50 H 2 D A 9 P ES. 
Ber. Ah! miſerable me! 1 die! [ Ber. Fai 
Hydaſpes graſping the Lion's Neck with 1 Arms, 
gles bim, when alling at laft to the Ground, * 1 
Foot on his Neck in fign of Victory. Rar: 
Hydaſ. Is there another Monſter er. 1 
Remains for me t encounter N. 
No Foice that's new | \. 
This Heart can e er ſubdue. I 
- The People. Live, live, 2 K n 
After zbe Shout, Berenice recovers, * kd Up l Gi 


"= 1 
" t 


dead. 
Ber. Still do I "9 þ and Breach + 
Alas, too well ! Ah! wretched Life ! 
W hich Woes like mine can't yet FAR 
Bur what, ye Pow'rs, do I behold? 
Hydaſpes living 3 
[ Percerving Hydaſpes living, ſhe 3 in 56 
runs ro Hydaſpes. 5 Lk 
Nov twice, my deareſt Love, 
Havel bemoan'd thy Death, and {till thus hold 5 
FHhdaſ. Thanks to the Gods, I live, _-. F 
That rais'd this Arm to cruſh the Rojal Beaſt, +: 
[ Mandana, Darius and Arbaccs come down. to % an 
Dar. My Friend! I bleſs my ſelf! 
| > the fd Cypreſs, but the Palm, 
Virtue has deſerv'd. my 
4b. Hydaſpes, come, I now mt 
Guard thee back to Priſon, and thy Hopes: 
Nor tear thou that thoſe Hopes are vain, 
If all the Hearts of Suſa can preſerye thee. 
Hydaſ. To Darkneſs, Gives, and Chains, 
Theſe Limbs muſt now return, 
Yet ſpite of all invented Pains 
My Heart with Love ſhall burn; 
If ſhe, I love, preſerves het Faith 
Unſhaken ſtill to me, 
That Thought, amidſt the Pangs of Death 
My Soul from Pains wou'd free. 


n goes out, 1 by ay 2 
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ID AS P E. 61 
zer. Abime mi ſera Io moro. [ Berenice ſuiene: nel mentre 
pe afferrato il Leone con le braccia nel collo, lo 
affoga, e cade finalmente I terra ponendogli eſſo un 

jede ſul collo in ſegno di Vittoria. 
dal. edi altro nemico 1 K 
cui pugnar in deggia? 
ndelli cimenti 
n e queſt alma . ä 5 
Il Pop. Viva, Idaſpe, viva! viva 
| romore riviene dallo ſvenimento Berenice, che crede 
Idaſpe morto. | 1 

Ber. Ed ancor vivo, e ſf iro l. 
b ben conoſco ahi laſſa, | | 
be non uccide il duolo. S' accorge ch'Idaſpe e vivo. 
la che rimiro, ob Dio, Idaſpe e vivo! © 

iſcende frettoloſa nell Arena, giunta vicina ad Idaſpe. 
Jue volte h caro ſpoſo ay * | 
Ito ti pianſi, e vivo ancor t'abbraccis. 

daſ. Vivo merce de Numi 
Wbbattuto il furor di cruda Fera. 

Mandane, Dario, Arbace, diſcendono nell' Arena, 
Dar. Amico io mio conſolo. 
lerta la tua Virtute 
e palme, e non Ciprerſſi. 

Ard. Nieni Idaſpe, e ten riedi 
fl tuo carcere, e ns 
e rimarra la ſpeme tua deluſa 
ti Vu ſalvo il Popolo di Suſa. ; 
Idaſ. AIP ombre, allecatene, 
I! pie ritornera. 
Ma no non cedera 
Jkt La mia Coſtanza. 
He porge del mio hene, 
It caro & fido Amor. 
Conforto al mio dolor, 
Ch ogn” altro avanza. | 


Idaſpe cuſtodito da Soldati parte con Arba· 
SCENA 


- 


4 


i 
Mandana, Darius, and Berenice. 


Man. to Ber. All that was ever ſaid to be 
By Hero's greatly done, ſhines in Hydaſpes. _ . 
And, Madam, let this Thought ſupport your Hope, 
That Heav'n ne'er forſakes ſuch. God- like Virtue, 

Dar. to Ber. Too much wou'd Perſia, and the Kingda 
Nay, Artaxerxes ſelf too, loſe * 
In brave Hydaſfpes's Death. | 4 
His cruel Heart, his unrelenting Soul, | 

Such great uncommon Virtues muſt controul. 


1.3 
SETS. 


Ber. I feel within my Heart 
The cold Remains of Grief, 
Yet ſomething takes my Part, 
And bids me hope Relief: 
If my fond Hopes were juſt, 
That kindly ſooth my Pain, 
My Fortune I to Heav'n wou'd truſt, 
And never more complain, 


SCENE. IV. 
Artaxerxes, Arbaces, and Darius. 


Arb. The dreadful Beaſt, © - 
Great Sir, fell by his brave Arm deſtroy'd; 
Therefore we hope your Mercy will 
Preſerve the Life of loſt Hydaſpes. 

Art, My Will has doom'd him dead, 
Whom thou, Arbaces, diſloyally preſerving, 
Has given ſuch Offence BY 8 
As well might ſtir my Rage to puniſh it. 

Dar. Of what, my Lord, am I accus'd? 

Art. Thou baſely lyedſt, affirming 
That Hydaſpes was dead. | 


SCEN A III. 
Mandane, Dario, e Berenice. 


Man. a Ber. Tutto cio, che di grande 

jen detto deg Eroi, vive in Tdaſpe. 

era gran Donna, il Cielo © 

{bbandonar non può tanta Virtute. 

Dar. a Ber. Troppo la Perfia, il Regno 

lo ſteſſo Artaſerſe . 

erderebbe in Idaſpez > 

'alma ferigna, e di pieta rubella 

ammollira, deb ti conſola bella. 
Ber. Io ſento 

Al cor tormento ; 

E pure un nun ſo che 

— Palma | 

Si queſta e Ia ſperanxa, 

Che fila in 40 — 

Hperar vog! io Merce 

Contenti, e calma. 


ce N 


Artaſerſe, Arbace, Dario. 


Arb. Il zerribile moſtro 
dde fignor dalla ſua man ſvenato 
ma dunque Ia vita 
[1 Idaſpe infelice. 
art. Voglio, che mora.— 
11 ſleale Arbato 
Pebitore mi - di grave offeſa; 
endicar la pro. 
— Di che m'incolpi ? 
it. Meco mentiſti all me Tt p 
icky 14%. all or, che tu affermaſti, 


"0  "FHLEIDASPFES 
Dar. Itold you true, I ſpoke him 
Dead to your Favour, 
And his Country's Good: 
As ſuch Hydaſpes was not living. 
1 Art. Well, Sir; no more ! Arbaces, 
Let it be thy ſtrict Charge 
i To fee Hydaſpes dic this very Day. 
A — Are. Alas! my Lord 
Art. No more Replies — Obey ! 
Dar. My juſt Reſentment cries, 
Die he, that darcs oppreſs me; 
And to my Rage my Wrong replies, 
Let juſt Revenge redreſs me. 


— — an 
— — — —— 


Se. 
Darius, Arbaces. 


Arb. I ne'er can flatter, or can ſooth 
A Tyrant's lawleſs Power: | 
 Hydaſpes ſhall not die, at leaſt without Avrbaces. 

- Dar. A generous Heart is lodg'd within thy Breaſt; 
Ev'n Darius, Artaxerxes Brother, 

Dares truſt a Soul ſo great: Yes, Arbaces, 

I am that Darius, nor let | | | 
The ſtrangeneſs of my Fortune 4 
Raiſe thy Wonder. ' nt 


Arb. Victorious Prince, permit 
Dar. The Time, the Place, my Friend, — 


Require no Homage here: In other Thoughts 

Let thy Fidelity be active; 

From his impending Fate 

Let's rather think to ſave Hydaſpes. 
Arb. My Lord, from this bleſt Hour 

Depend on all within Arbaces Power. 
Dar. Come hither, call. a Su 

Fly to the Camp, 


* 


> 


L 


ID AS P E. 
Dar. P non mentii : 
to alla gratia tua, 
Morro alla wp 
Era 77 Pe. 
A. Orfos non piu; tua cura 
ſrbace ſia che Idaſpe 
aq ueſto giorno more. 
* 45. Dab mio Signor. 
[Exi Art. Baſta ca, ubbidiſci. 
Dar. Mora chi woltraggio 
Lo ſdegno ſgrida; 
E ſento che dal core 
Riſponde il mio rigore 
| Cht fier 0 m'inganno 
' Si che Huccida. 


SC ENA V. 


| Dario, Arbace. 
ealt; Arb. Non fo adular,\ ſecondar le voglte 


Inginfle d'un Tiranno 
Vn morra Idaſpe, o morra ſeco Arbace. 
Dar. Un generoſò cor tu nutri in petto. 
Lanima tua grande anuco affidarſi 
Puo Dario, d' Arta ſerſeè 
Germano. Si Arbace 
dow que il 10, la novita del caſo 
Non ti ſorprenda 
Arb. Prence Iwitto, permetti 
Dar Non richiedono Amico, il tempo, il loco 
At i' 1 offequio; in altro 
L: ua bonta 9 impieg hi. 
Lal innminente Parca 
Vito e ſortrar Idaſpe. 
Arb. Signore da queſt” ora 
wt d Arbace ti prometti. i 
Dar. View ua Chiama un ſervo. 
Al campo vola: 


i "I And of thy Truſt be this the (ure Credential. 


HTIDASPES. 


Let all the Median Chiefs and Soldiers kno W, 

That now's the very inſtant Hour 

To ſet the King's fair Daughter free: won 
Let 'em, with all the Speed that Order will admit, 
Approach theſe Walls ; th 
Through which their Entrance ſhall be eaſie made, 


Art. I too, my Lord, will take my Leave, 
To order our concerted Meaſures. 
Let it be my Charge to Day 
To ſet Hydaſpes free. | Exit 
Dar. May Fate and Love compleat my Wiſhes, 
My flattering Hopes ſupport me ſtill, 
Tho diſtant from their Bliſs ; 
And from the Conſtancy I feel, 
My Flames of Love increaſe. 


SCENE VI. 4 Triſm. 
Hydaſpes alone. | 


Hydaſ. To ſee my cruel Pains return, 
Meth inks the very Rivers mourn 
And Flowers begin to languiſh - 
The Silver Streams with Sorrow flow, 
And drooping Lillies ſeem to know 
My mortal Anguiſh. 
Here, amidſt this Pomp of Miſery, 
My ſuffering Vi tue builds her Fame: 
While in this horrid Priſon I'm immur'd 
A thouſand daily Deaths ſurround me; « 
Torn by a Tyrant from my fair One's Eyes. 
O yet! ſome Pity yield, ye Powers! ; 
Then let theſe Walls and Fetters join my Cries 


tDASPE 
Di a Soldati di Media, & à lor Duct 
Che queſta appunto e L' ora 

Di racquiſtar del Loro Re la fglia; 

Che ſenza indugio, in ordinate ſchiere 
Vengano a queſte Mura ; 

In cui avran facile ingreſſo; prendi 
DelP imbaſciata tua queſti fia il ſegno. 

Arb. Ed io ſignor mi parto 
Ad ordinar la meditata impreſa; 

Indi ſara mia cura 
Di ſprigionar Idaſpe. 

Dar. Secondi iI Cielo, e Amore i Voti miei. 
Vive ſperando 
Nel petto il core. 
Ma non ſa quando 
Daura giotr. 

E' pur g avanza 
Nel ſen Pardore 
Per la Coſtanza, 
Ch bo nel ſoffrir. 


Exit, 


SCENA VI. Prigione. 
Idaſpe ſolo. 


Idaſ. Al fiero mio tormento 
barche pi anga il ruſcel 
Languiſca il fore. 

Quaſi ch il vivo Argento 
Col for ſentiſſe affanns 
Al mio dolore. 
Di fra pompe moleſte 
ua il valor palme condegne ? 
F wha Prigion mi Chiude 
Mz Circondani morte horror fyneſti 


But Barbaro Re dall' idol mio mi roplie 
h? . : 
e? fer pietade oh Dio? 

ui, ferri, piangete al dolor mio; 


6s  _HID ASHES: 
Zut why, alas! do I complain of them! 
be needful Inſtruments. of a Tyrant's Will? 
n bruiſe 'em, break em, ruth againſt 
"be Traitor's Heart, and reap the double Fame 
f being o'er two fell Monſters in one day Victorious. 
Ye horrid Fiends of Hell, 
My burſting Boſom ſwell ; 
With Vengeance black and dire 
This injur d Heart inſpire. 
But ah! my Hopes are vain, 
No God regards my Pain; 
Death ſoon will cloſe my Eyes, 
The Tyrant's Sacrifice. [Exit, 
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SCENE VII. The Gurt. 


Mandana, Darius. 


Man. While 1 am abſent from my Love 

My Heart finds no Repoſe. 7 
Dar. Princeſs of Media, and my fair belov'd, 

The Powers above, this Day, MM; 

Propitious to our mutual Vows, Pd 

Reſclve to ſee our Loves rewarded. 
Man. Ye Gods! 

Is't poſhble? _ 

The joyful News 

f,% Revives my Soul! 

[188 Dar. Not many Hours will paſs, 

zefore this Royal City, by a vaſt 

\rmy's Torrent is o'eriiow'd. 

trbaces, to whom alre.dy I have own'd 

Ay felt to be Darius, 

ately to our Party gain'd, 

Will ſave Hydaſpes, and ſet free Mandan. 


| A 

Ma che chiedo da voi pb. 
' D'un perfido tiran Miniſtri eletti 9 
V abbattero, vi ſpezzero; gia Cmro © ö 
ura quell' empio, ed hauro in doppia gloria 
Ovggidi di due moſtri alta vittoria. 

Furie dell erebo | 

Moſtri terribili 

Di ſdegno Armatemi 

In ſen ſpiratemi 

Rabbia e furor, | 

La ſpeme e morta — . 

E come, ob Dio? 

Uſcir potro? 

Mir degg io 
Iniquo perfido, ingannator. 


as i 


SCEN A VII. 
Appartamento di Mandane. 


Mandane, Dario. 


Man. Senza di te mio bene 
DP anima mia non poſa. 
| Dar. Principeſſa di Media, amata ſpoſa. 
umi in queſto giorno 
A tue prect, a miei voti impietofiti 
Voglion premiar la n'ſtra Fede. 
Man. Ob Dio | 
Ed e poſſibile queſto ? 
Deh mi rauviva toſto 
Qual felice novella ? 
Dar. Cadran pochi momenti, 
Che ſia inondata queſta Reggia tutta, 
a un Torrente d armati; 
Arbace, a cui gia noto 
Feci ch io Dario ſono 
Perche ha le noſtre parti, 
Vuol ſalvo Idaſpe, ol Mandane ſciolta. 8 
CET: | E 2 | Man, 


r 2 
Man. With unexpected Joy 
1m Tranſported : O let a 
Me preſs thee, Deareſt, to my Heart. Qt k 
4 Dor. Thus let my A:ms, my Love, enfold thee: * 
To all our tedious Fears * 
eo! let thy bounding Heart rejoyce) 
This ha 1 * Day ſhall fix the Period. 
43 an. The ſmiling Dawn of happy _ 

Has huſh'd my buſie Fears, 
And kindling *. refulgent Rays 

Have dry'd up all my Tears. 


SCE NE VIII. 


„Darius, Berenice. 


17 Ber. O let me vent a while 
he ſad Diſtraction of my Heart. 


FA 


[4 
: 


U. 4 Dar. Suppreſs the bitter Auguiſh of your Mind, 

ö Vip air Berenice, and from your lovely Eyes 

6 1 {For ever wipe the Tears away: | 
1 *. lives, this Day ſhall make him thine, | 


Ber. Mighty — and fair ones 
| But ah too difficult to reach! 
But what has mov'd thee thus with cruel Hopes 
To flatter my Deſpair ; who has encourag'd it? 
At Dar. Darius bids thee hope, whoſe Actions now 
Shall ratifie his Word. ; 
1 'Y, Ber. But ah! where is Darius? 
(16:41 Dar. Behold him here. 
Ber. Here! I fee him not. 
Dar. He ſtands before thee now am Darius 
And know, this very Hour 
That my inhuman Brother wil! be forc'd 
[i Il; do us Right, | 
# Or with his Kingdom loſe his abject Life. x 
Ber. O Providence Divine! G Heav'nly Mercy 


| j 
ji 
| 


Dat. 


r 
„ere 
Man. Di giubilo improviſo 
geuto rapirmi; Laſcis 
Che al ſen ti ſtringa o caro. 
Dar. T abbraccio 0 amata ſpoſa, 
De niſtri Lunghi affanni, 
(Onſolati ſta leta) 
eſto felice di {ran la meta. 
Man. Ritorna gia nel viſo 
Il dolce Scherzo, il riſo, | 
Piu lacrimar non fo 
E ſento, che nel ſeno, 
Ritorna quel ſerens, 


Che I alma ſoſpiro. 
SCENA VIL 
Dario, Berenice. * 


Ber. Laſciatemi il reſpiro 
dnanie di queſto cor per un momento. 
Dar. Raddolciſci del cor le angoſcie amare 
0'vaga Berenice; Il lungo pianto 
Tergi da tuoi hegl occhi. 
Il mo Idaſpe viura; oggi fie tuo. 
Ber. Alte e belle promeſſe ! 
Ma difficili ah troppo; e chi ti move 
Cn crudelta pietoſa 
A egi Luſingarmi ? E chi promette ? 
Dar. Promette Dario, e pari auran Succeſs 
Le tromeſſe, a gli efetti. 
Ber. E done e queſto Prence? 
Dar. Egli e preſente. 
Ber. Preſente a me? NI veggb. 
Dar. Egli e preſente a te, e Dario io ſono 
1 appr, che a moment, - 
mmann fratel ſara coſtretto 
L renderſs al dovere 
col Reguo a Laſciar I indegna vita. 
Dar. Ber, Providenza del Ciel! pieta de numi! 


E 4 


HTIDASPES. 
Dar. At length thy Heart, tho' Tempeſt toſt, 
The Port of Love ſhall reach, 

W hile this dread Arm ſhall teach 
Oppreſling Tyrants to be 8 


Then mutual will our Tranſport be, 
From Love reliev'd, and Victory. [ Exit, 


a 


SCE N & -1 X. 
Berenice. 


Revive again, my dying Hopes ! 
Fortune no mote betrays me: 
Her fickle Foot at laſt has turn'd 
Th' uncertain Wheel, 
Which us'd in all my Sorrows to ſtand ſtill. 
If Hope deceives me not, at laſt 4 
My flatter'd Heart will find Repoſe ; 
But Fate's ſo us'd thoſe Hopes to blaſt, ' \ 
That which to truſt no Mortal knows. 


SCENE X. 


Artaxerxes upon the Walls : Darius, Hydaſpes, Arbaces 
with Swords drawn, Soldiers, &c. 


Arb. Holla! There! 
Open the Gates to Arbaces. w_ 
[The Soldiers within open the Gaim. 
Art. Hydaſpes there! Who dar'd 
To ſet the Traitor free | 
Arb. The way is open: Now Gentlemen 
Finiſh what's ſo well begun. ; 
Art. What ſhall 1 do in this Diſtreſs? Ye Powers! 
Faithleſs Arbaces, | = | 


Dari 


Eri, 


Jari 


Dar. Aura il porto dei diletti, 
| Preſto fi tuo fido amor; 
Queſta man ebe armata va 
Di un tiranno alle rapiue 
Giuſta meta boggi dara ; 
Le mie gioie hor ſon vicine 
Ai contenti del tuo Cor. 


s ENA N. 


Berenice. 


Ripullulate in ſen belle ſperanze, 
Nom mi tradir fortuna; 
Prema il Lubrico piede 
nella volubil ruota, 
Che fu ſin or amie ſciagure immota. 
Godro ſe non m inganna 
La ſpeme del mio cor. 
Ma cruda ſe m affanna 
La ſorte mia ſevera, 
La ſpeme dice ſpera, 


Ma non lo credo ancor. 


SCENA X, 


Aitaſerſe ſopra la Loggia; Dario, Idaſpe, 'Arbace con 


ſpada alla mano, Militie. 


Arb. Amici o la 
F aprino ad Arbace le porte. 


[Le ſquadre di dentro ſpalancano le Porte. 
Art. Idaſpe in queſto Loco! 


i ſcarcero J indegno? 


Arb. Ecco aperto Þ iugreſſo, o generof 
v guidi a fin Þ incominciata impreſa. 
Art, In ſi eftremo periglio 
(eli, che far degg io! Perfids Arbace! 


74 H TDAS? -# x6 
Darius and Hydaſpes defend the Gare. 
Hydaſ. Arbaces, Friends, keep off. ©  _ 
Dar. No farther! on your Lite 
Let no one dare t' advance. | 
Hydaſ. The King will do us right. 
Dar. Remember, I'm Darius, ' 
Great Artaxerxes Brother, and Darius 
WH! Muſt not in Honour ſce his Brother fall. 
Axt. Ye Gods! Is that Darius? 
My Brother? ha! Tis he! ; 
Hydaſ. Stain not with Royal Blood your Swords, 
Nor ſpot your Fame with ſuch enormous Crimes. 
Art. Heroick Souls! 
Arb. O] Great and Godlike Men! 
Jo your high Virtue, and to Fate, I yield. 


SCENT mr 0 


Artaxerxes deſcends, and embraces Darius and 
Hydaſpes. 
Art. Darius]! Brother! O Hydaſpes ! 
Jo a converted Enemy 
Don't refuſe your kind Embraces. 
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Thus to embrace you. 
Art. My Heart it thine. 
Hydaſ. For all my Errors paſt 
our Royal Pardon I emplore, 
And that you'il think my Crimes were only Love. 
Art. Thy gallant Acts, Hydaſpes, | 
Had thy Miſdeeds been double, 
| £38 Wou'd doubly have atton'd 'em; and now 
I am no more the Riyal of thy Love. 


"TD N »5 | 
ario ed Idaſpe fi pongono ſopra la porta in l 
" dci — wg LE 

Idaſ. Arbace, Amici indietro. | 
Dar. Baſta fin qui; non of 

u d'inoltrarſs alcuns. 

Idaſ. Uſera il Re clemenza. 

Dar. Souvengati, ch io ſono 

rio Germano ad Artaſerſe; e Dario 

frir non pub del ſuo German 1s ſtrage. 

Art. Oh Dio! e quegli Dario! 

mio Germano, e quello! 

daſ. Ne che d un Rege il ſangue 

a le voftre ſpade, 

vadino macchiate 

un fi enorme delitto. 

Art, Alme d' Eroi? 

Arb. Anime eccelſe, e grandi | 
% a voſtra virtu, cedo al deſtino. l 


4 
SCENA XI. 


Artaſerſe diſceſo in Scena, e detti, và ad Abbracciar 
Dario, ed Idaſpe. 


Art. Dario! Germano! Idaſpe 
un pentito nemico 

n negate gli ampleſſi. 
mcipto di mia pena, e mio caſtigo 
a f confeſſar la debolezza mia; 
pu! C144 cancella il tentimento; 
gener cor le 7970 oblia. — 
vo Come mio Re permetti — 
10 mi proſtri, ef tinchint, 
ne German talbracci. 
art, Eccoti il ſens. 
da. D'ognt traſcorſo errore 
e perann ti chiezpio 

ie, che fur colpe d amore. 7 
Art. Latto tuo grande Idaſpe y 
= foe maggiore 
6 liſce ui co/ pa; ora la mia 
Ard. e in anar tu pure incolpa. 


— _—_ 
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FF 
Arb. Since your Affections, Sir, are chang' d, 
I too my Pardon muſt intreat 
With leave t'admire your Virtue, and your Clemeny, 
Art. (to Arb.) Since thou to Day haſt been the Caiill 
Of Actions ſo great and generous, + 
And ev'n of my own Confeſſion too, 
I thus reſtore thee to my wonted Favour, 
And with Oblivion ſprinkle all thy Errors. 
Who's there!] Conduct — 
Fair Berenice and Mandana hither. 


SCENE the Laſt. 
Mandana, Berenice, and the reſt. 


Ber. What Change of Fate attends us now? 
Man. Can it be proſperous? 
Art. Fate has decreed you Peace, 
And now prepares you Joy. 1 
He gives Mandana's Hand to Darius, an 
| Berenice's 20 Hydaſpes. | 
Darius, Mandana now is thine; 
And, Berenice, Hydaſpes thine: 
Long may he live, ye happy Pairs. 
Man. The Stars have given me Reſt. 
Ber. And Love yields all I want. 
Dar. and Man. My ſighing Soul, 
Hydaſ. and Ber. This tortur'd Breaſt, 
All Four. Have all that Heav'n can grant. (mate Ji 
Hydaſ. to Man.Since,Princeſs, Heav'n with ſuch conſur 
Rewards thy Virtue, permit me at thy Feet 
I 0 gratulate our mutual Happineſs. 

19 
54 Man. To you we owe the Cauſe of all our Fortune 
Hydaſ. The Love unſhaken in my Heart, 
Man. The Courage of your daring Arm, 
Both, To all does Happineſs. impart. 
Hydaſ. And then the Joy of Love's Allarm, 
Man. The general Pleaſure from the Dart, 


. 


IDASPE. 

Arb. Sire perdono imploro 
y che cangiato affetto 

ua Virtu, la tua clemenzd adoro. 

Art. S gg. _ tu — 
y attioni ſi grandi, e generoſe, 
gel rauveder mio, "hb a 
; ridono il mio affetto, 

ui colpa tua ſpargo doblie. 
) la? ſian qui condotte 

andane, e Berenice. 


SC EN A Ultima. 
Mandane, Berenice, e detti. 


Ber. Che mai di novo ci deftina il Fato? 
Man. O proſpera la ſorte © 
Art. Vi deſtina contenti 
Ji prepara diletti. 
[Prende per mano Mandane, e Berenice, e le pre- 
ſenta una a Dario e Faltra ad Idaſ. 
Dario, Mandane, e tua; 
Tua Berenice, 
Giviſct lunga eta coppia felice. 
Man. Deſtin, che mi conſola 
Ber. Sorte, che mi fa lieta 
Dar. e Man. E de Palma 
Idaſ. e Ber. E del cor 
Tutti quatro. Le brame acqueta. 
Idaſ. Principeſſa bor ch' il Cielo 
Premia la tua virtu d'alti diletti, 
Laſcia ch) ai piedi tuoi 
er in copia i contentt : 
Man. Tr foſti la cagion dei lieti eventi. 
Duetto. 


Idaſ. La coſtanza del mio core, 
Man. II valor delle tue braccia, 
A 2. Reſe all alma il bel ſereno; 
Idaſ. E la ginia del mio amore 
Man, II dover, ch" a te wallaceis ' 
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Bor h. Againſt all future Griefs a Charm. (; 
Art. In kind Return, ye Fair, of your good Fony 
Io nly beg you wou'd remove 1 
The juſt Averſion you conceiv'd againſt me. 
This give me leave to hope, 
Since for the Envious Heav'n reſerves no Room. 


CHORUS. 


Now, gentle God, about us hover, 
Protect and Guard the generous Lover, 
And to ſecure our Joys complear, 
Uncloud the Brow of Changing Fate. 


FINIS 


ID AS PE. 

IA 2. Scaccia il duol dal petto a pieno. 

Art. D'un cofi lieto fine a Voſtri amori 
For: ricompenſa altro non chiedo o Belle 
non, che 5s aboliſca 
hal Voſtro cor ] odio per me concetto. 
lo ſrero; in Cielo 
om. Mi: ſogliono le furie haver ricetto. 


C OR O. 
Ae Amanti generqſi 
r, Vola intorno Amor Bendato. 
E per dar à noi ripeſt 
Y Fa cangiar ſemblanza al Fats, 
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